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All's well that ends Well *, 



DRAMATIS PERSONNE. 



Ki#G of France. 

Duke of Florence. 

ïertram, Countof Rèujilhn. 

X-afeu, an old Lord. 

parolles, a parafitical foUower of 
Bertram ; a coivard, but vain, 
and a great pretender to valour. 

Several yovng Trench Lords, that 
ferve with Bertram in the Flo- 
rentine war. 

Steward, Jfcrvants to the Count- 

CJowit, S efi of Roufillon. 



Countefs of RouGllon, motber to 

Bertram. 
Helena, daughter to Gérard de 
Narbon> a famous pbyftcian, 
fome time ftnce dead. 
An old ividoiu of Florence. 
Diana, daughter to the -wid)w. 
V iolenta, ~>neighbours and friends 
Mariana, \ to the iviaoïv. 



Lords attending on the Ki ng; Of" 
ficers, Soldiers t &c. 



SCENE lies partly in France, and partly in Tufcany. 



À C T — I. SCENE I. 

The Countefs of Roufillon V houfe in France. 

Enter Bertram, the Countefs ^Roufillon, Helena, and 
Lafeu, ail in mourning. 

Countefs. Y N difTevering my fon from me, I bury a fe- 
I cond hufband. 

X Ber. And I in going, Madam, weep 
o'er my father's death anew ; but I muft attend hig 
Majefty's command, to whom I. am now in ward, e?er- 
more in fubje&ion. 

Laf. You fli ail fiud of theKing a hufband, Madam; 
you, Sir, a father. He that fo generally is at ail times 
good, muft of neceffity hold his virtue to you ; whofe 
worthinefs would ftir it up where it wanted, rather than 
flack it where there is fuch abundance. 

Count. What hope is there of his Majefty's amcad- 
inent ? 

• The plot taken from Boccace, Decam. 3. Nov. $. 

A 2 
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Laf. He hath abandon'd his phyficians, Madam, 
îander whofè practices he hath perfecuted time witb 
hope ; and finds no other advantage in the procefs, but 
only the lofîng of hope by time. 

Count. This young gentlewoman had a father, (O, 
that had! how.fad a prefage 'tis !), whofe Ikill was alraoft 
as great as his h^nefty ; had it ftretch'd fo far, it would 
have made nature immortal, and death fhould havc 
play'd for lack of work. 'Would, for the King's &Le> 
be were living 1 I think it would ht «he 4eath of the 
King's difeaie. 

Laf. How catt'd you the man you fpeaîk ôf, Ma- 
dam ? 

Count. He was fainous, Sir, in his profeffion* and it 
Was his great right to be fo : Gérard de Norton, 

Laf. He was excellent, indeed, Madam • the Kmg 
very latcly fpoke of lrim admiringly, and mourningly : 
he was fkilJbul enough to have Iiv'd ftill, if knowledge 
could be fet up agairrft mortaKty. 

Ber. What is it„ my good Lord, the King laa- 
guifhes of ? 

Laf. A fiftuk, my Lord. 

Ber. I heard not of it before. 

Laf. I would it werenot notorious. Was thisgentïe- 
woman the daughter of Gérard de Narbon ? 

Count. His foie child, my Lord, and be^ieathed to 
my overlooking. I have thofe hope» of her good, that 
her éducation promifes her: difpofition Ihe inherits, 
Vhkli makes fair gifts fairer ; for where an unclean 
mind carries virtuous qualities *, there commendation* 
go with pity ; they are virtues and traitors too : in her 
they are the better for her fi mplenefs ; fhe dérives her 
fwnefty, and atchieves her goodnefs. 

Laf Your commendations, Madam, get from her 
tears. 

Count. *Tîs the ,beft brine a maiden can feafon her 
praife in. The remembrance of her father never ap- 
proaches her heart, but the tyranny of her forrows 
takes ail livelihood from her cheek. No more of this, 

* By virtuous qualities h ère are not meant thofe of a moral 
kind, but Juch as are acquired by érudition and good brecding» 
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Se. 2. Airs nvell that ends iveîl . § 
Helena ; go to, no more ; left it be rather thought you 
affeét a forrow, than to have it. 

Hel. I do affec** a forrow, indeed, but I have it 
too. 

Laf. Moderate lamentation is the right of the dead, 
exceffive grief the enemy to the living. 

Count, If the living be not enemy to the grief, the 
excefs makes it foon mortal. 

fier. Madam, I defire your holy wifties. 

Laf. How underftand we that ? 

Count. Be thou blefs'd, Bertram, and fueceed, thy 
father 

In manners as in fhape ! thy blood and virtue 
Contend for empire in thee, and thy goodnefs 
Share with thy birthright ! Love ail, truft a few, 
Do wrong to none : be able for thine enemy 
Rather in power, than ufe ; and keep thy friend 
Under thy own life's key : be check'd for filence, 
But never tax'd for fpeech. What heav'n more wilî, 
That thee may furnifh, and my prayers pluck down, 
Fall on thy head ! farewel, my Lord ; 
'Tis an unîêafon'd courtier, good my Lord,, 
.Advife him. 

Laf. He cannot want the beft, 
That (hall attend his love. 

Count. Heav'n biefs him! Farewel, Bertram. 

[Ex/t Countefs. 

fier. [To Hel.] The beft wifhes that can be forg'd 
in your thoughts, be fervants to you ! Be comfortable 
to my mother your miftrefs, and make much of lier. 

Laf. Farewel, pretty Lady, you muft hold the cré- 
dit of your father. \Exeunt Bertram and Lafeu, 

SCENE II. 

HeL Oh, were that ail ! 1 think not on my fa- 

ther; 

And thefe great tears grâce his remembrance more 
Tlian thofe I fhed for him. What was he like ? 
I have forgot him. My imagination 
Carries no favour in it, but my Bertram 's. 
I am undone ; there is no living, none, 
If Bertram be away. It were ail one, 

A 5 
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That I ftiould love a bright particlar ftar, 

And think to wed it; he is f© above me : 

In his bright radiance and collatéral Hght 

Muft I be comforted, not in his fphere. 

Th' ambition in my love thus plagues itfelf ; 

The hind that would be mated by the lion, 

'Muâ: die for love. Twas pretty, though a plagne> 

To fee him every hour ; to fit, and draw 

His arched brows, his hawking eye, his curls, 

In our heart's table ; heart too capable 

Of every line and trick of his fweet farour ! ■ ■ 

But now he 's gone, and my idolâtrons fancy 

Muft fanetify his relies. Who cornes here ? 

Enter Parolles. 

One that goes with him : I love hkn for his fake, 

** And yet I know him a noterions lyar • 

4C Think him a great way fôol, fokly a coward; 

" Yet thefe fix'd evils fit 1b fit in him, 

" That they take place, when Virtué's fleely bon«« 

" Look bîeak in the cold wind;" full oft we fee 

Cold * Wifdom waiting on fuperfhious Folly. 

SCENE UI. 

Par. Save you, fair Queen. 
Hel. And you, Monarcn. 
Par. No. 

Hel. And no.~*— — 

Par. Are you meditating on vfrginity ? 

HeL Ay ; you have fome ftain f of foldier in yow • 
let me afk you a queftion. Man is enemy to Yirginity, 
how may we barricade it againft him ? 

Par. Keep him ont. 

Hel. But he alTails ; and our virginity, though vali- 
ant, in the defence yet is weak : unfokl to us fome 
warlike refiftance. 

Par. There is none : man, (ètting down befbre yots, 
will undermine you, and blow you up. 

Hel. Biefs our poor virginity from underminers and 

* Cold for nakcd ; as fitferfuous for wcr-ckth'd, 
\ S tain for cokur* 
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fclowers opt — ï s there no military polîcy hoir 

virgins might blow up men ? 

Par. Virginity being blown down, man will quick- 
lier be blown up : marry, in blowing him down again, 
with the breach yourfelves made, you lofe your city. 
It is not politic in the commonwealth of nature to pre- 
fèrve virginity. Lofs of virginity is rational increafe ; 
and there was never virgin got, till virginity was firft 
loft. That you were made of, is métal to make virgins, 
Virginity, by being once loft, may be ten times found ; 
by being ever kept, it is ever loft ; it is too cold a 
companion : away with 't. 

HeL I will ftand for 't a little, though therefore I 
die a virgin. 

Par. There 's Kttle can be faid in 't ; 'tis againft the 
rule of nature. To fpeak on the part of virginity, is 
to accufe your mother ; which is moft infallible difobe- 
dience. As he that hangs himfelf, fo is a virgin : 
« Virginity murthers itfelf, and (hould be buried in high- . 

* ways out of ail fanclified lirait, as a defperate offen- 
« drefs againft nature. Virginity breeds mites, much 
« like a cheefe ; confumes itfelf to the ver y paring, and 
4 fo dies with feeding its own ftomach. Befides, vir- 

* ginity is peevifti, proud* idle, made of felf-love ; 
« which is thé* moft prohibited fin in the canon. Keep 

* it not, you cannot chufe but lolê by 't: Ont with't; 

* within ten years it will make itfelf two, which is a 

* goodly increafe, and the principal itfelf not much the 
« worfe. Away with 't. 

Hel. How might one do, Sir, to lofe it to her ow» 
liking ? 

Par. Let me fee. Marry, ill, to Kke him that ne'er 
it likes. 'Tis a commodity will lofe the glofs with ly- 
ing. The longer kept, the lefs worth ; ofF with't while 
'tis vendible. Anfwer the tinae of requeft. Virginity, 
like an old courtier, wears her cap out of faftiion; 
richly futed, but unfutable : juft like the brooch and 
the tooth-pick, which we wear not now. Your date is 
better in your pye and your porridge, tlian in your 
cheek ; and your virginity, your old virginity, is like 
one of our F rench wither'd pears ; it looks ill, it eata 
drily ; marry, 'tis. a wither'd pear ; it was formerly bet- 
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ter; marry, yet 'tis a wither'd pear. Will you any 
thing with it ? 

HeL Not my virginity yet. 
There (hall your mafter have a thoufand loves, 
A mother, and a miftrefs, and a friend * ; 

I know not what he (hall God fend him well !— 

The courtes a learning place and he is one— 

Par. What one, i' faith ? 

HeL That I wifli well 'tis pity 

Par. What 's pity? 

HeL That wilhing well had not a body in 't 
Which migbt be felt ; that we the poorer born, 
Whofe bafer ftars do (hut us up in wifhes, 
Might with effecls of them follow our friends : 
And fhew what we alone muft think, which nerer 
Returns us thanks. 

Enter Page. 

Page. Monfieur Parolles, 
My Lord calls for you. [Exît Page. 

Par. Little Helen, _ farewel ; if I can remember 
thee, I will think of thee at court. 

HeL Moufieur Parolles, you were born under a cha- 
ritable ftar. 

Par. Under Mars, I. 

HeL I efpecially think under Mars. 

Par. Why under Mars ? 

HeL The wars have kept you fo under, that yom. 
muft needs be born under Mars. 
Par. When he was prédominant. 
HeL When he was rétrograde, I think rather. 
Par. Why think you fo ? 

HeL You go fo much backward, when you fight. 

• and a friend, 

A phœnix, captain, and an enemy ;, 
A guide, a goddefs, and a fovereign ; 
A counfellor, a traitrefs, and a dear: 
His humble ambition, proud humility ; 
His jarring concord ; and his difcord dulcet; 
Bis faith, his fweet difafter; with a. world 
Of pretty fond adoptious Chriftendoms, 
That blinking Cupid golTips. Now fliall h«— 
I kuow not, 4rc, » «j ■> 
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Par. That 's for advaatage. 

Hel. So is running away, wèrn fear propofes fàfety : 
but the composition, chat your valeur aôd fear makes in 
y ou, is a virtue of a good aung; and I hke the wear 
well. 

Par. I am fo full of bufînefles, as I caaaot anfwer 
thee acutely : I will retura perfeét courtier ; in the 
which, my inftru&ion ihall ferve to naturalise thee, fo 
thou wilt be capable of courtiers counfel, and under- 
ftand what advice ftiall thruA upon thee ; elfe thou dieft 
in thine untbaBkfulnefs, and thine ignorance maket 
thee away : fareweJ. When thou haftleifure, fay thf 
prayers ; when thou hafr, none, remeinber thy friends ; 
get thee a good hufband, and ufe him as he ufes tàiee : 
fo farewel. [Exit. 
SCENE IV, 

Hel. Our remédies oft in ourfelves do lie, 
Which we aferibe to Heav'n. The fated fky 
Gives us free feope ; only doth backward puii 
Our flow defîgns, when we ourfelves are dull. 
Wbat power is it which mounts my love fo higfr, 
That makes me fee, and cannot feed mine eyc ï 
The migbtieft (pace in fortune nature briwgs 
To join like ltkes, and kifs Hke native thkigs. 
ImpofEble be ft range attempts to thofe 
That weigh their pain in fenfe ; and do fuppofe, 
What hath been, cannot be. Whoever ftnore 
To feew her merit, that did mift her love ? 

The King's difeafe my projecT: may deceive me, 

But my intents are fix'd, and will not lear« rue. [Exit. 

SCENE V. 
Changes to the court of Fronce: 

flourijh cornets. Enter the King of France <witt tet* 
ters, and divers attendants. 

King. The Florentines and Senoys are by th'ears; 
Have Fought with equiil fortune, and continue 
A braving war. 

1 Lord. So 'ti$ r eported, Sir. 
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Ktng. Nay, 'tis moft crédible ; we here receire it, 
A certainty vouch'd from our coufin Auftria; 
With caution, that the Florentine will move us 
For fpeedy aid; wherein our deareft friend 
Prejudicates the bufmefs, and would feera 
To have us make déniai. 

1 Lord> His Love and wifdom, 
ApprovM fo to your Majefty, may plead 
For ample credence. 

Ktng. He hath arm'd our anfwer ; 
And Florence is deny'd, before he cornes: 
Yet, for our gentlemen that mean to fee 
The Tufcan Icrvice, freely have they leare 
To ftand on either part. 

2 Lord, It may well ferve 

A nurfery to our gentry, who are fick 
For breathing and exploit. 

Ktng. What's he cornes here? 

Enter Bertram, Lafeu, and Parolles. 

i Lord, It is the Count Roufillon, my good Lord, 
Toung Bertram. 

Ktng. Youth, thou bear'ft thy father's face. 
Frank nature, rather curious than in halle, 
Hath well compos'd thee. Thy father's moral part» 
May'ft thou inherit too ! Welcome to Paris. 

Ber. My thanks and duty are your Majefty *s. 

Ktng. I would I had that corporal foundnefs now, 
As when thy father and myfelf in friendfhip 
Firft try'd our foldierfhip : he did look far 
Into the fervice of the time, and was 
Difcipled of the brav'ft. He lafted long } 
But on us both did haggïfh âge ileal on, 
And wore us out of ad:. It rauch repairs me 
To talk of your good father ; in his youth 
He had the wit which I can well obferve 
To-day in our young lords ; but they may jeft, 
Till their own fcorn return to them unnoted, 
Ere they can hide their levity in honour : 
So like a courtier, no contempt or bitterriefs 
Were in him ; pride or (harpnefs, if there were, 
His e^ual had awak'd them ; and his hoaour. 
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Clock to itfelf, knew the true minute when 

Exceptions bid him fpeak ; and at that time 

His tongue obey'd his hand. Who were below him 

He us'd as créatures of auother place, 

And bow'd his eminent top to their low ranks ; 

Making them proud ; and his humility, 

In their poor praife, he humbled. Such a man 

Might be a copy to thefe younger times ; 

Which, follow'd welJ, would now demonftrate them 

But goers backward. 

Ber. His good remembrance, Sir, 
Lies richer in your thoughts, than on his tomb; 
So in approof lives not his epitaph, 
As in your royal fpeech. 

King. Would I were with him ! he would always fay, 
(Methinks I hear him now ; his plaufîve words 
He fcatter'd not in ears, but grafted them 
To grow there, and to bear), Let me not live- » 
(Thus his good melancholy oft began, 
On the cataftrophe and heel of pailime, 
When it was out), let me not live (quoth he) 
After my flame lacks oil ; to be the fnufF 
Of younger fpirits, whofe apprehenfive fenfes 
Ail but new things difdain ; whofe judgments are 
Mere fathers of their garments ; whofe conftancies 

Expire before their fafhions : this he wiûVd. 

I, after him, do after him wifh too 
(Since I nor wax nor honey can bring home) 
I quickly were difTolved from my hive, 
To give fome labourer room. 

2 Lord. You 're loved, Sir ; 
They that leaft lend it you, (hall lack you firft. 

King. I fill a place, I know 't, How long is 't, Count, 
Since the phyfician at your father's died ? 
He was much fam'dl 

Ber. Some fix months fin ce, my Lord. 

King. If he were living, I would try him yet ;— - 

Lend me an arm ; the reft have worn me out 

With feveral applications ; nature and ficknefs 
Debate it at their leifure. Welcome, Count, 
My fon's no dearer. 
Bçr. Thank your Majefty. {Fhurijh. Exeunt 
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SCENE VI. Changes t* the Count«fs y s at Rou/îlUn. 

Enter Counte/r, Stenixard, and Clown. 

Count. I wili aowhear; what fay y ou of thîs gen- 
tlewoman ? 

Stenv. Madam, the care I have had to even yottr 
content, I wifli might be found in the calendar of my 
paft endeavours ; for then we wound our modefty, and 
make foui the clearnefs of our defervings, when of our*. 
felves we publifli then». 

Cou nt. Wha* does thîs knave here ? get yoa gonc, 
firrah ? the complaiots I have heatd of you, I do not 
ail believe; 'tis my flownefs that I do not; for I 
know you lack not folly to commit them, and have abi- 
Jity enough to make fuch knaveries yare. 

Clor 'Tis not unknown to you, Madam, I am a poor 
felW. 

Count. Well, Sir. 

Ch. No, Madam ; 'ris «ot fo welf that I am poor, 
tho' many of the ri cl* are damn'd ; but if I have your 
Ladyfhip's good-wili to go to the world> Iftel the tvo- 
man and l will do as we may. 

Count. Wilt thou needs be a beggar ? 

Ch. I do beg your good-will in this cafe. 

Count. In what cafe l 

Clo. In Mbei's cafe, and mine own ; fervice îs no hé- 
ritage, and I thiofc I fliali never have the bleffing of 
God, till I have ifis* of my body ; for tfcey fay* bearns 
are blemngs. 

Count. Tell me thy reafon why thoti wik marry. 

Clo. My poor body, Madam, reqaires h. I am drî- 
vtn on by the Stem ; and he muft needs go that the 
devil drives. 

Count. Is this ail your Worftiip's reafon ? 

Ch. 'Faith, Modaw*, I have other hoiy reafbus, fuch 
as they are* 

Count. May the world know them ? 

Ch. I have been, Madam, a wicked créature, as 
you and ail fkflv and blood are; and, indeed, I do 
marry, that I may repent. 

Count. Thy marçiage fooner thaï* thy wickednefs. 
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Clo. I am out of friends, Madam, and I hope to have 
friencîs for my wife's fake. 

Count. Such friends are thine enemies, knave. 
Clo. Y 9 are ftiallow, Madam, in grtat friends ; for 
the knaves corne to do that for me, which I am weary 
of. He that ears my land, fpares my team, and gives 
me leave to inné the crop. If I be his cuckold, he's 
my drudge. He that comforts my wife, is the cheri/her 
of my flefh and blood ; he that cherifheth my flefh and 
blood, loves my flefh and blood ; he that loves my flefh 
and blood, is my friend : ergo, he that kifTes my wife, is 
my friend. If men could be contented to be what they 
are, there were no fear in marriage : for young Char- 
bon the Puritan, and old Poyfon the Papvft, howfoe'er 
their hearts are fever'd in religion, their heads are both 
one ; they may joui horns together, like any deer i' th B 
herd. 

Count. Wilt thou ever be a foul-mouth'd and ca- 
lumnious knave ? 

Clo. A prophet, I, Madam ; and I fpeak the truth 
the next way. 

" For I the ballad will repeat, which men full true 
" fhall find ; 

*' Your marriage cornes by deftiny, your cuckow fings 
" by kind. 

^Count. Get you gone, Sir, Fil talk with you more 
anon. 

S tenir. May it pleafe you, Madam, that he bid He- 
len corne to you ; of her I am to fpeak. 

Count. Sirrah, tell my gentlewoman I would fpeak 
with her ; Helen I mean. 

Clo. Was this fair face the caufe, quoth (he, 

[Singing. 

" Why the Grecîans facked Troy ? 

" Fond done, fond done; for Paris, lie, 

" Was this KingPriam's joy. 

" With that me fighed as me ftood, 

" And gave this fentence then ; 

" Among nine bad if one be good, 

" There's yet one good in ten. 

Count. What, one good in ten ? You corrupt the 
fun«?, firrah. 

V o l. III. B 
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Clo. One good woman in ten, Madam, which is a 
purifying o' th' fong : 'would God would ferve the world 
îb ail the year ! we'd find no fault with the tithe-woman, 
if I were the parfon. One in ten, quoth a' ! an we might 
have a good woman born but every blazing ftar, or at 
an earthquake, 'twould mend the fottery well ; a raan 
may draw his heart out, ère he pluck one. 

Count. You'll be gone, Sir Knave, and do as I com- 
mand you ? 

Clo. That man that fhould be at a woman's com- 
mand, and yet no hurt done ! tho* honefty be no Pu- 
ritan, yet it will do no hurt; it will wear the furplice 
of humility over the black gown of a big heart. I am 
going, forfooth, the buflnefs is for Helen to corne hi- 
ther. [£*//. 

Count. Well, now. 

Ste<w. I know, Madam, you love your gentlewoman 
cntirely. 

Count. Taith, I do ; her father bequeath'd her to me ; 
and Ihe herfelf, without other advantages, may lawfully 
make title to as much love as fhe finds : there is more 
owing her than is paid, and more mail be paid her 
than flie'U demand. 

Steiv. Madam, I was very late more near her than 
I think fhe wifh'd me ; alone fhe was, and did commu- 
nicate to herfelf her own words to her own ears ; fhe 
thought, I dare vow for her, they touch'd not any ftranger 
fenfe. Her matter was, fhe lov'd your fon : Fortune, 
fhe faid, was no goddefs, that had put fuch différence 
betwixt their two eftates ; Love, no god, that would 
not extend his might, only where qualities were level ; 
Diana, no queen of virgins, that would fuffer her poor 
Icnight to be furpris'd without refeue in the firft affault, 
or ranfom afterward. This fhe deliver'd in the raoft 
bitter touch of forrow that e'er I heard a virgin exclaim 
in ; which I held it my duty fpeedily to acquaint you 
withal ; fithence, in the lofs that may happen, it con- 
cerns you fomething to know it. 

Count. You have difcharg'd this honeftly, keep it to 
yourfelf : many likelihoods inform'd me of this before, 
which hung fo tottering in the balance, that I could 
neither believe nor miidoubt. Pray you, leave me j 
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ftall this în your bofom, and I thank y ou for your ho- 
neft care ; I will fpeak with you further anon. 

\_Exit Steward. 

SCENE VII. £WHelena. 

Count. Ev'n fo it was with me when I was young ; 
If we are nature's, thefe are ours : this thorn 
Doth to our rofe of youth rightly belong ; 

Our blood to us, this to our blood, is born ; 
It is the fhow and féal of naturel truth, 
Where love's ftrong paflîon is imprefs'd in youth; 
By our remembrances of days foregone, 
Such were our faults ; O ! then we thonght them none. 
Her eye is fick on't; I obferve her now.— — 

HeL What is your pleafure, Madam ? * 

Count. Helen, you know lama mother to you. 

HeL Mine honourable Miftrefs. 

Count. Nay, a mother. 
Why not a mother ? when I faid a mother, 
Methought you faw a ferpent ; what's in mother, 
That you ftart at it \ I fay, I'm your mother; 
And put you in the catalogue of thofe, 
That were enwombed mine ; 'tis often feen, 
Adoption ftrives with nature ; and choice breeds 
A native flip to us from foreign feeds. 
You ne'er opprefs'd me with a mother's groan, 
Yet I expreïs to you a mother's care. 
God's mercy ! maiden, do's it curd thy blood, 
To fay, I am thy mother ? what's the matter, 
That this diftemper'd meflenger of wet, 
The many-colour'd Iris, round thine eyes ? 
Why, — that you are my daughter ? 

HeL That I am not. 

Count. I fay I am your mother. 

HeL Pardon, Madam. 
The Count Roufillon cannot be my brother ; 
I am from humble, he from honour'd name ; 
No note upon my parents, his ail noble. 
My mafter, my dear lord he is ; and I 
His fervant live, and will his raflai die : 
He muft not be my brother. ■ 

Count. Nor I your mother ? 

B 2 
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Hel. You are my mother, Madam ; wouîd you wérc 
(So that my Lord, your fon, were not my brother) 

Indeed my mother ! or were you both our moïhers, 

(I can no more fear than I do fear heav'n), 

So I were not his fifter : can't no other, 

But I your daughter, he muft be my brother ? 

Count. Yes, Helen, you might be my daughter-ia- 
law ; 

God fliield you mean it not, daughter and mother 
So ftrive upon your pulfe. What ! pale again ? 

Myfear hath catch'd your fondnefs. Now I fee 

The myftery of your lonelinefs, and find 

Your fait tears' head ; now to ail fenfe 'tis grofs, 

You love my fon ; invention is afham'd, 

Againft the proclamation of thy paffion, 

To fay thou doft not ; therefore tell me true ; 

But tell me then 'tis fo. For, look, thy cheeks 

Confefs it one to th* other ; and thine eyes 

See it fo grofsly fhown in thy behaviour, 

That in their kind they fpeak it : only fin 

And hellifh obftinacy tie thy tongue, 

That truth ftiould be fufpeéted ; fpeak, is 't fo ? 

If it be fo, you've wound a goodly clew : 

If it be not, forfwear 't ; howe'er, I charge thee, 

As heav'n lhall work m me for thine avail, 

To tell me truly. 

HeL Good Madam, pardon me. 

Count* Do you love my fon ? 

Bel. Your pardon, noble Miftrefs. 

Count. Love you my fon ? 

HeL Do not you love him, Madam ? 

Count. Go not about ; my love hath in 't a bond, 
"Whereof the world takes note : corne, corne, difclofe 
The ftate of your affection ; for your paffiong 
Have to the full appeach'd. 

Hel. Then, I confefs, 
Here on my knee, before high heav'ns and you, 
That before you, and next unto high heav'n, 
I love your fon. 

My friends were poor, but honeft ; fo 's my love. 
Be not offended ; for it hurts not him, 
That he is lov'd of me ; I folio w him not 
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By any token of prefumptuous fuit : 

Nor would I have him, till I do deferve him ; 

"Yetnever know, how that defert fhall be. 

I know I love in vain, ftrive againft hope j 

^et, in this captious and intenible lieve, 

1 M pour in the waters of my love, 
And kck not to lofe ftill : thus, Indian-like, 
Religions in mine error, I adore 
The fun that looks upon his worfhipper, 
But knows of him no more. My deareft Madam, 
Let not your hate encounter with my love, 
For loving where you do ; but if yourfelf, 
Whofe aged honour cites a virtuous youth, 
Did ever in fo true a flarae of liking 
Wifh chaftly, and love dearly, that your Dian 
Was both herfelf and love; O then give pity 
To her, whofe ftate is fuch, that cannot chufe 
But lend, and give, where Ihe is fure to lofe ; 
That feeks not to find that which fearch implies ; 
But, riddle-like, lives fweetly where Ihe dies. 
Count. Had you not lately an intent, fpeak truly, 

To go to Paris ? 

Bel. Madara, I had. 

Count. Wherefore ? tell true. 

Hel. I will tell truth ; by grâce itfelf, I fwear. 

You know, my father left me fome preferiptions 

Of rare and prov'd elFecls ; fuch as his reading 

And manifeft expérience had colleéled 

For gênerai fov'reignty ; and that he will'd me, 

In heedfuirft refervation to beftow them, 

As notes, whofe faculties inclufive were, 

More than they were in note : amongft the reft, 

There isa remedy, approv^, fet down, 

To cure the defperate languilhings whereof 

Tbe Kinç is render'd loft. 

Count. This was your motive for Paris, was it, fpeak ? 
Hel. My Lord your fon made me to think of this ; 

Elfe Paris, and the medicine, and the King, 

Had from the converfation of my thoughts 

Haply been abfent then . % 
Count. But think you, Helen, 

If you ihould tender your fuppofed aid, 
B 3 
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He would receive it ? He and his phyficians 
Are of a mind ; he, that they cannot help him ; 
They, that they cannot help. How (hall they crédit 
A poor unlearned virgin, when the fchools, 
Embowell'd of their doclrine, have left off 
The danger to itfelf ? 

HeL There's fomething hints 
More than my father's fkill, (which was the great'ft 
Of his profeflîon), that his good receipt 
Shall for my legacy be fan&ified 

By th* luckieft ftars in heav'n ; and, would your Honour 
But give me leave to try fuccefs, Fd venture 
The well-loft life of mine on his Grace's cure, 
3y fuch a day and hour. 

Count. Doft thou believe 't ? 

HeL Ay, Madam, knowingly. 

Count. Why, Helen, thou fhalt have my leave and 
love ; 

Means and attendants ; and my Ioving greetings 
To thofe of mine in court. Fil ftay at home, 
And pray God's blefling into thy attempt : 
Begone, to-morrow ; and be fure of this, 
What I can help thee to, thou fhalt not mifs. 

\Exeunt. 

A C T II. SCENE- I. 
The court of France* 

Enter the King^ nvith divers young Lords takîngleave for 
the Florentine <war. Bertram and ParoUés. Flourijh 
cornets. 

King.T~? Arewel, young Lords : tjiefe warKke prin- 

P ciples 
Do not throw from you : you, my Lords, farewel ; 
Share the aoVice betwixt you. If both gain, 
The gift doth ftretch itfelf as 'tis receiv'd, 
And is enough for both. 

i Lord, Tis our hope, Sir, 
After well-enter'd foldiers, to return 
And find your Grâce in health. 

King+ No, n<>, it cannot be \ and yet xny heart 
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Will not confefs it owns the malady 

That doth my life befiege : farewel, young Lords j 

Whethex I live or die, be you the fons 

Of worthy Frenchmen ; let Higher Italy * 

(Thofe 'bated that inherit but the fall 

Of the lait monarchy f ) fee, that you corne 

Not to woo Honour, but to wed it ; when 

The braveft queftant fhrinks, find what you feek, 

That famé may cry you loud : I fay, farewel. 

2 Lord, Health at your bidding ferve your Majefty ! 

King. Thofe girls of Italy, — take heed of thero j , 
They fay, our French lack language to deny, 
If they demand : beware of being captives, 
Before you ferve. 

Both. Our hearts receîve your warnings. 

King. Farewel, Corne hither to me. To attendants. 

lExit. 

1 Lord. Oh, my fweet Lord, that you will ftay be- 

hind us !- — 

Par. Tis not his fault ; the fpark r- 

2 Lord. Oh, 'tis brave wars. 

Par. Moft admirable ; I have feen thofe wars. 

Ber. I am commanded here, and kept a coil with, 
Too young, and the next year, and'/// too early.~ 

Par. An thy mind ftand to it, boy, fteal away 
bravely. 

Ber. Shall I ftay here the forehorfe toa fmock, 

• The ancient geographers have divided Italy into the Higheraml 
the Lower, the Appcnnine hllls being a kind of naturaî line of parti- 
tion. The fidenext the Adriatic was denominated the Higher Italy, 
and the other fide the Lower. And the two feas followed the fam* 
terms of diftinclion ; the Adriatic being called the Upper fea, and the 
Tyrrhene or Tufcan the Lower. Now, the Sennones, or Senois, 
with whom the Florentines are here fuppofed to bc at war, inhabiteé 
the Higher Italy, their chief town being Arminum, now called 2£i- 
vnnu upon the Adriatic. 

f Italy, at the time of this feene, was under three very différent 
tenures. The Emperor, as fucceflbr of the Roman Emperors, had 
one part ; the Pope, by a pretended donation from Conftantine, an- 
other ; and the third was compofed of free ftates. Now, by the lafl 
monarchy is meant the Roman, the lad of the four gênerai mo- 
narchies. Upon the fall of this monarchy, in the fcramble, feveral 
citiesfet np forthemfelves, and became free dates; now, thefemight 
fcc ikid properly to iuberit the fall of the monarchy. 
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Creekïng my fhoes on the plain mafonry, 

Till Honour be bought up, and no fword worn 

But one to dance with ? By heav'n Fil fteal away. 

1 Lord. There's honour in the theft. 
Par. Commit it, Count. 

2 Lord. I am your acceflary, and fo farewel. 

Ber. I grow to you, and our parting is a tortur'd 
body. 

1 Lord. Farewel, Captain. 

2 Lord. Sweet Monfieur Parolles ! — 

Par. Noble heroes, my fword and yours are kin ; 
good fparks and luftrous. A word, good metals. You 
fhall find in the régiment of the Spinii, one Captain 
Spurio with his cicatrice, an emblem of war, here on 
his finifter cheek ; it was this very fword intrench 'd it ; 
fay to him, I live, and obferve his reports of me. 

2 Lord. We fhall, noble Captain. 

Par. Mars doat on you for his novices ? what will 
ye do ? 

Ber. Stay ; the King = — \Exeunt Lords. 

Par. Ufe a more fpacious ceremony to the Noble 
Lords, you have reftrain'd yourfelf within the lift of 
too cold an adieu ; be more expreffive to them, for they 
wear themfelves in the cap of the time, there to mufter 
true gâte, eat, fpeak, and move under the influence 
of the moft receiv'd ftar : and tho* the devil lead thé 
meafure, fuch are to be follow'd : after them, and takc 
a more dilated farewel. 

Ber. And I will do fo. 

Par. Worthy fellows, and likè to prove moft fînewy 
fword-men. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IL Enter the King> WLafeu. 

La/. Pardon, my Lord, for me and for my tidings. 
King. Fil fee thee to ftand up. 
La/. Then here 's a man ftands that hath bought his 
pardon. 

I would you had kneePd, my Lord, to afk me mercy ; 
And that at my bidding you could fo ftand up. 

King. I would I had ; fo I had broke thy pate, 
And aik'd thee mercy for 't. 
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Laf. Goodfaith, acrofs : but, my good Lord, 'tit 

Will you be cur'd of your infirmity ? [thus j 

King. No. 

Laf. O, will you eat no grapes, my Royal fox ? 
Yes ; but you will, an if 

My Royal fox could reach them : I have feen a medi- 
That's able to breathe Jife into a ftone ; [cine *> 

Quicken a rock, and make you dance canary 
With fprightly fire and motion ; whofe fimple touch 
Is powerful to araife King Pépin, nay, 
To give great Charlemain a pen in's hand, 
And write to her a love-line. 
King. What lier is this ? 

Laf. Why, do&or-fhe : my Lord, there's one arrnr'd, 
If you Will fee her. Now, by my faith and honour, 
If ferioufly I may convey my thoughts 
In this my light deliverance, I have fpoke 
With one, that in her fex, her years, profeffion f , 
"Wifdom, and conftancy, hath amaz'd me more 
Than I dare blâme my weaknefs : will you fee her, 
For that is her demand, and know her bufinefs ? 
That done, laugh well at me. 

King. Now, good Lafeu, 
Bring in the admiration, that we with thee 
May fpend our wonder too, or take off thine, 
By wond'ring how thou took'ft it. 

Laf Nay, 1*11 fit you, 
And not be ail day neither. \_F.xit Lafeu. 

King. Thus he his fpecial nothing ever prologues. 

Laf [Returnj.'] Nay, corne your ways. ' 

[ / * ringing in Helena. 

King. This halle hath wings indeed. 

Laf. Nay, come your ways, 
This is his majefty, fay your mind to him ; 
A traitor you do look like ; but fuch traitors 
His Majefty feldom fears : Pm Creflid's uncle, 
That dare leave two together : fare you well. [Exit. 

• Medicine is herc put for a fbe-phyfician» 

f By profeffion is mcant her déclaration of the end and purpofe of 
her comiiig- 
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SCENE III. | 

King. Now, fair one, do's your bufinefs follow us ? 

Hel. Ay, my good Lord. 
Gérard de Narbon was my father, 
In what he did profefs, well found. 

King. I knew him. 

Hel. The rather will I fpare my praife toward him $ 
Kncrwing him, is enough : on's bed of deaîh 
Many receipts he gave me, chiefly one, 
Which as the dearefl iffue of his pra&ice, 
And of his old expérience th' only darling, 
He bade me ftore up, as a triple eye. 
Safer than mine own two : more dear I have fo ; 
And hearing your high Majefty is touch'd 
With that malignant caufe, wherein the honour 
Of my dear father's gift ftands chief in power, 
I come to tender it, and my appliance, 
With ail bound humblenefs. 

King. We thank you, maîden ; 
But may not be fo credulous of cure, 
When our mofl learned doctors leave us \ and 
The congregatéd collcge have concluded, 
That labouring art can never ranfom nature 
Froni her unairlable eftate : we muft not 
So ftain our judgment, or corrupt our hope, 
To prostate our paft-cure malady 
To empirics ; or to difîever fo 
Our great felf and our crédit, to efleem 
A fenfelefs help, when help pa3 fenfe we deem. 

Nil. My duty then fhall pay me for my pains; 
I will no more inforce mino office on you ; 
Humbly intreating from your royal thoughts 
A modeft one to bcar me back again. 

King. T cannot give thee lefs, to be calPd grateful ; 
Thou thought'ft to help me, and fuch thanks I give, 
As one near death to thofe that wifh him live ; 
But what at full I know, thou k now il no part ; 
I knowing ail my p£ril, thou no art. 

Hel. What I can do, can do no hurt to try, 
Since you fet up your reil 'gainft remedy. 
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He that of greateft works is finifher, 

Oft does them by the weakeft minifter : 

So holy writ in babes hath judgment fhown, 

When judges have been babes ; great floods h ave flown 

Fiom fimple fources ; and great feas have dry'd, 

"When mir'cles have by th* greateft been deny'd. 

Oft expec~tation faiJs, and moft oft there 

Where moft it promifes : and oft it hits 

Where hope is coldeft, and defpair moft flts. 

King. I muft not hear thee; fare thee well, kind 
Thy pains, not us'd, muft by thyfelf be paid : [maid 5 
Proffers not took, reap thanks for their reward. 

HeL Infpired merit fo by breath is barr'd. 
It is not fo with him that ail things knows, 
As 'tis with us, that fquare our guefs by fhows : 
But moft it is prefumption in us, when 
The help of Heav'n we connt the act of men. 
Dear Sir, to myendeavours give confent, 
Of Heav'n, not me, make an experiment. 
I am not an impoftor, that proçlaim 
Myfelf againft the level of mine aim ; 
But know I think, and think I know moft fure, 
My art is not paft power, nor you paft cure. 

King, Art thou fo confident ? within what fpace 
Hop'ft thou my cure ? 

HeL The greateft grâce lending grâce, 
Ere twice the horfes of the fun fhall bring 
Their fiery torcher his diurnal ring ; 
Ere twice in murk and occidental damp 
Moift Hefperus hath quench'd his fleepy lamp ; • 
Or four and twenty times the pilot's glafs 
Hath told the thievifh minutes how they pafs ; 
What is inflrm from your found parts {hall fly, 
Health fhall live fFee, and ficknefs freely die. 

King. Upon thy certainty and confidence, 
What dar'ft thou venture ? 

Hel. Tax of impudence, 
A ftrumpet's boldnefs, a cUvulged marne, 
Traduc'd by odious ballads : my maiden's name 
Sear'd otherwife, no worfe of worft extended ; 
With vileft torture let my life be ended. 
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King. Methinks, in thee fome blefTechfpirit doth fpeak : 
His power full founds within an organ weak ; 
And what impoflibility would flay 
In common fenfe, fenfe faves another way. 
Thy life is dear ; for ail that life can rate 
Worth name of life, in thee hath eftimate : 
Youth, beauty, wifdom, courage, virtne, ail 
That happinefs and prime can happy call ; 
Thou this to hazard, needs rauft intimate 
Skill infinité, or monftrous defperate. 
Sweet practifer, thy phyfic I wili try ; 
That minifters thine own death, if I die, 

Hel. If I break time, or flinch in property 
Of what I fpoke, unpitied let me die, 
And well deferv'd ! Not helping, death's my fee ; 
But if I help, what do you promife me ? 

King, Make thy demand. 

Hel. But will you make it even ? 

King. Ay, by my fceptre, and my hopes of heav'n. 

Hel. Then fhalt thou give me, with thy kingîy hand, 
What hufband in thy power I will command. 
Exempted be from me the arrogance 
To chufe from forth the Royal blood of France; 
My low and humble name to propagate 
With any branch or impage of thy &ate : 
But fuch a one thy variai, whom I know 
Is free for me to afk, thee to beiîow. 

King. Hepe is my hand, the premifTes obferv'd, 
Thy will by my performance (hall be ferv'd : 
So, make the choice of thine own time ; for I, 
Thy refolv'd patient, on thee flill rely. 
More fhould I queftion thee, and more I muir. ; 
(Though more to know, could not be more to truft) : 
From whence thou cara'ft, how tendedon, — but cft 
Unqueftion'd welcome, and undoubted bleil:. 
Give me fome help hcre, hoa ! if thou proceed 
As high as word, my deed mail match thy deed. 

[Exeunt. 
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SCENE IV. Changes to Roufillon* 
Enter Countefs and Clown. 

Count. Corne on, Sir; I fhall now put you to thç 
lieight of your breeding. 

Clo. I will fliew myfelf highly fed, and lowly taught; 
I know my bufinefs is but to the court. 

Count. But to the court ? why, what place make you 
fpecial, when you put off that with fuch contempt; but 
to the court ! 

Clo. Truly, Madam, if God have lent a man any 
manners, he mayeafilyput it off at court: lie that can- 
not make a leg, put ofFs cap, kifs his hand, and fay 
nothing, has neither leg, hands, lip, nor cap ; and in- 
deed fuch a fellow, to fay precifely, were not for the 
court : but for me, I have an anfwer will ferve ail men. 

Count. Marry, that 's a bountiful anfwer that lits ail 
«jueftions. 

Clo-, it is like a barber's chair, that fits ail buttocks ; 
the pin-buttock, the quatch-buttock, the brawn-buttock, 
01 any buttock. 

Count. Will your anfwer ferve fit to ail queâions ? 

Clo. As fit as ten groats is for the hand of an attor- 
ney, as your French crown for your taffaty punk, as 
Tib's rulh for TonVs fore-finger, as a pancake for 
Shrove-Tuefday, a morris for May-day, as the nail to 
his hole, the cuckold to his horn, as a fcolding queart 
to a wrangling knave, as the nun's lip to the friar's 
mouth, nay, as the pudding to his fkin. 

Count. Have you, ï fay, an anfwer of fuch fitnefs 
for ail queftions ? 

Clo. From below your Duke, to beneath your cou- 
pable, it will fit any queftion. 

Count. It muil be an anfwer of raoil monftrous fize, 
that muft fit ail demands. 

Clo. But a trifle neither, in good faith, if the learned 
(hould fpeak truth of it : here it is, and ail that belongs 

to't. A(k me, if I ani a courtier: it fhall do 

you no harm to learn. 

Count. To be young again, if we could: I will be a. 

Vul.IIL * ~ C 
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fool in a queftion, hoping to be the wifer by your an- 
fwer.. I pray you, Sir, are y ou a courtier ? 

Clo. O Lord, Sir # , there 's a fimple putting 

ofF : more, more, a hundred of them. 

Count. Sir, I am apoor friend of your's, that loves 
you. 

Clo. OLord, Sir, thick, thick, fpare not me. 

Count. I think, Sir, you can eat none, of this home- 
ly meat. 

Clo. O Lord, Sir, nay, put me to't, I war- 
rant you. 

Count. You were Iately whipp'd, Sir, as I think. 

Clo. O Lord, Sir, fpare not me. 

Count. Do you cry, Lord, Sir, at your whipping, 
and Spare hot me? Indeed, your Lord, Sir, is very 
fequent to your whipping : you would anfwer very well 
to a whipping, if you were but bound to't. 

Clo. I ne'er had worfe luck in my life, in my 

C Lord, Sir; I fee, things may ferve long, but not 
ferve ever. 

Count. ï play the noble hufwife with the time, to en- 
tertain it fo merrily with a fool. 

Clo. O Lord, Sir, why there 't ferves well again. 

Count. An end, Sir; to your buiînefs : give Helen this, 
And urge her to a prefent anfwer back. 
Commend me to m y kinfmen, and my fon : 
This is not much. 

Clo. Not much commendation to them ? 

Count. Not much employment for you; you under- 
ftand me ? 

Clo. Moft fruitfnlly, I am there before my legs. 
Count. Hafte you again. [Exeunt. 

SCENE V. Changes to the court of France. 
Enter Bertram, Lafeu, and Parolles. 

Laf, They fay, miracles are paft ; and we have our 
philoïbphical perfons to make modem, and farriiliar, 
things fupernatural and caufelefs. Hehce is it, that 
ve nïake trilles of terrors; enfconfing ourfelves into 

* A ridicule oa that foolilh espîetivc of fpecch then in vogue 
at court. 
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feeming knowledge, when we (hould fubmit ourfelves 
to an unknown * fear. 

Par. Why, 'tis the rareft argument of wonder that 
hath mot out in our later times. 

Ber. And fo 'tis. 

Laf. To be relinquifh'd of the artifts 

Par. So I fay, both of Galen and Paracelfus. 
Laf. Of ail the learned and authentic feilows— 
Par. Right, fo I fay. 

Laf. That gave him out incurable, 

Par. Why, there 'tis, fo fay I too. 
Laf. Not to be help'd, 

Par. Right, as 'twere a man afTur'd of an— — 

Laf. Uncertain life, and fure death, 

Par. Juft, you fay well : fo would i have faid. 

Laf. I may truly fay, it is a novelty to the world. 

Par. It is indeed, if you will have it in ftiewing, you 
/hall read it in, what do you call there * 

Laf. A JJienving of a heavenly effeft in an earthly a fier. 

Par. That 's it, I would have faid the very famé. 

Laf. Why, your dolphin is not luftier : for me, I 
fpeak in refpecl 

Par. Nay, 'tis ftrange, 'tis very ftrange, that is the 
brief and the tedious of it ; and he 's of a moft facine- 
rious fpirit, that will not acknowledge it to be th e - * 

Laf Very hand of heav'n. 

Par. Ay, fo I fay. 

Laf. In a moft weak 

Par. And débile minifter, great power, great tran- 
feendence; which fhould indeed give us ■)■*** a farther 
ufe to be made than alone the recov'ry of the Kingj 
as to be 

Laf. Generally thankful. 

SCENE VI. Enter King, Helena, and attendants i 

Par. I would have faid it, you faid well. Here cornes 
the Ring. 

* Unknovtn, for fupernatural. 

f Two or three words feem to have been dropt herc, which ap- 
pear to have been to this purpofe, gtvc us [notice, that therc is 
thisj a furtber ufe îq le made. 

C 2 
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Laf. Luftick, as the Dutchman fays : PII like a 
maid the better while I have a tooth in my head î 
why, he's able to lead herfc corranto. 

Par. Mort du Vinaigre ! is not this Helen ? 

Laf. 'Fore God, I think fo. 

King. Go call before me ail the Lords in court? 
Sit, my preferver, by thy patient's fide ; 
And with this healthful hand, whofe baninVd fenie 
Thou haft repeal'd, a fécond time receive 
The confirmation of my promis 'd gift ; 
Which but attends thy naming. 

Enter three sr four Lord*. 

Fair mard, fend forth thine eye; this youthful parce! 

Of noble bachelors ftand at my beftowing, 

O'er whom both fov'reign power and father's voicc 

I have toufe; thy frank élection make; 

Thou haft power to chufe, and they none to forfake. 

Hel. To each of you one fair and virtuous miftrefe 
Fall, when love pleafe ! marry, to each but one . 

Laf. Pd give bay curtal and his furniture, 
My mouth no more were brokeni than thefe boys, 
And writ as little beard. 

King. Perufe them welf: 
Not one of thofè but had a noble father, 

[_Ske addrejfes kerfelf to a Lsrtf. 

Hel. Gentlemen, heaven hath, through me, reftor'd 
The King to health. 

JIL We underftand it, and thank heaven for you* 

Hel. I am a (impie maid, and thcrein wealthieft, 

That, I proteft, I fimply am a maid 

Pleafe it your Majefty, I have done already : 
The blufties in my cheeks thus whifper me, 
We blufh that thou fhould'ft chufe, but be refus*dj 
Let the white death fit on thy cheek for ever 4 
We'll ne'er corne there again. 

King. Make choice, and fee, 
Who fhj}ns thy love, fhuns ail his love in me, 

Hel. Now, Dian, from thy altar do I fly, 
And to impartial Love, that god moft high, 
Do my fighs ftream. Sir, will you hear my fuit? 

1 Lord* And grant it* 
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Hel. Thanks, Sir ; — ail the reft is mute. 

Laf. I had radier be in this choice, than throw Ames- 
ace for my life. 

Hel. The honour, Sir, that fiâmes in your fair eyes, 
Before I fpeak, too threat'ningly replies : 

[To the fécond Lord. 
Love make your fortunes twenty times above 
Her that fo wifhes, and her humble love ! 

2 Lord. No better, if you pleafe. 

Hel. My wifh receive, 
Which great Love grant ! and fo I take my leave. 

Laf. Do ail they deny her ? If they were Ions of 
mine, I'd have them whipt, or I would fend them ta 
the Turk to make eunuchs of. ^ 

Hel. Be not afraid that I your hand fhould take ; 

, [To the third m 

Pli never do you wrong for your own fake: 
Blefling upon your vows, and in your bed 
Find fairer fortune, if you ever wed ! 

Laf. Thefe boys are boys of ice, they'll none of her : 
fure they are baftards to the Englifh, the French ne'er 
got 'era. 

Hel. You are too young, too happy, and too good, 
To make yourfelf a fon out of my blood. 

[To the four th. 

4 Lord. Fair one, I think not fo. ' 

Laf. .There's one grape yet, 

Par. I am fure thy father drunk wine.— 
Laf. But if thou be'ft not an afs, I am a 

Youth of fourteen. I have known thee already. 
Hel. I dare not fay, I take you ; but I give 

Me and my fervice, ever whilft I live, 

Into your guided power. This is the man. [To Bertram, 
King. Why then, young Bertram, take her, ihe's 
thy wife. 

Ber. My wife, rrçr Liège ? I fhall befeech your 
In fuch a bufmefs give me leave to ufe [Highnefs, 
The help of mine own eyes. 

King. Know'fl thou not, Bertram,, 
What me hath done for me ? 

Ber. Yes, my good Lord,. 
Bût never hope to know why I fhould marry kcr r 
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King. Thou know'ft, me has rais'd me from my 
fickly bed. 

Ber. But follows it, my Lord, to bring me down 
Muft anfwer for your rifing ? I know her well : 
She had her breeding at my father's charge : 
A poor phyfician's daughter my wife ! — Difdain 
Rather corrupt me ever ! 

King. 'Tis only title thou difdain 'ft in her, the which 
I can build up : ftrange is it, that our bloods, 
Of colour, weight, and heat, pour'd ail together, 
Would quite confound diftinclion, yet ftand off 
In différences fo mighty. If fhe be 
AU that is virtuous, fave What thou diflik'ft 
A poor phyfician's daughter, thou diflik'ft 
Of virtue for the name : but do not fo. 
Trom loweft place when virtuous things proceed, 
The place is dignify'd by th* doer's deed. 
Where great addition fwells, and virtue none, 
It is a dropfied honour: good alone 
Is good ; and, with a name, vilenefs is fo : 
The property by what it is mould go, 
Not by the title. She is good, wife, fair; 
In theie, to nature fhe 's immédiate heir ; 
And thefe breed honour. That is honour's fcorn, 
Which challenges itfelf as honour's born, 
And is not like the lire. Honours beft thrive, 
When rather from our acts we them dérive 
Than our foregoers : the mere word's a flave 
Debauch'd on every tomb, on ev'ry grave ; 
A lying trophy ; and as oft is dumb, 
Where duft and damn'd oblivion is the tomb 
Of honour'd bones indeed. What fhould be faid ? 
If thou can'ft like this créature as a maid, 
I can create the reft : virtue and fhe 
Is her own dow'r ; honour and wealth from me. 

Ber. I cannot love her, nor will ftrive to do *t. 

King. Thou wrong'ft thyfelf, if thou fhould'ft ftrive 
to chufe. # 

HeL That you are well reftor'd, my Lord, Pm glad ; 
Let the reft go. ■ 

King. My honour 's at the ftake ; which to défend^ 
I muft produce my power. JEiere, take ker Jwnd» 
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Proud fcornful boy, unworthy this good gîft ! 

That doth in vile mifprifion Ihackle up 

My love, and her defert ; that canft not dream, 

We, poizing us in her defeclive fcale, 

Shall weigh thee to the beam ; that wilt not know, 

It is in us to plant thine honour, where 

We pleafe to have it grow. Check thy contempt: 

Obey our will, which travels in thy good ; 

Believe not thy difdain, but prefently 

Do thine own fortunes that obedient right, 

Which both thy duty owes, and our power claims; 

Or I will throw thee from my care for ever 

Into the ftaggers, and the carelefs lapfe 

Of youth and ignorance ; my revenge and hatc 

Loofing upon thee in the name of juftice,' 

Without ail terms of pity. Speak, thine anfwer. 

Ber. Pardon, my gracious Lord ; for I fubmit 
My fancy to your eyes. When I confider, 
What great création, and what dole of honour 
Flies where you bid ; I find, that me, which latc 
Was in my nobler thoughts moft bafe, is now 
The prized of the King; who, fo ennobled, 
Is as 'twere born fo. 

King. Take her by the hand, 
And tell her, Aie is thine : to whom I promife 
A counter poize j if not in thy eftate, 
A balance more replète. 

Ber. I take her hand. 

King. Good fortune and the favour of the King 
Smile upon this contract ; whofe ceremony 
Shall feem expédient on the new-born brief, 
And be perform'd to-night ; the folemn feaft 
Shall more attend upon the coming fpace, 
Expecling abfent friends. As thou lov'ft her, 
Thy love's to me religious ; elfe does err. [Excunt* 

SCENE VII. ' Manent Parolles and Lafeu* 

Lof. Do you hear, Monfieur ? a word with you^ 
Par. Your pleafure, Sir ? 

La/. Your lord and-mafter did well to make his rc* 
Cantation. 

Par. ^ecantatiQû? — mylord? mymaûeiî 
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Laf. Ay, îs it not a language I fpeak ? 

Par. A moft harfh one, and not to be underftood 
without bloody fucceeding. My mafter I 

Laf. Are you companion to the Count Roufillon ? 

Par. To any Count ; to ail Counts ; to what is maru 

La/, To what is Count'sman; Count 's mafter is of 
another ftyle. 

Par. You are too old, Sir ; let it fatisfy you, you arc 
too old 

Laf. I muft tell thee, firrah, I write man ; to which 
title âge cannot bring thee. 

Par. What I dare too well do, I dare not do. 

Laf. I did think thee, for two ordinaries, to be m 
pretty wife fellow : thou didft make tolerable vent o£ 
thy travel ; it might pafs : yet the fcarfs and the ban- 
nerets about thee did manifoldly di/îuade me from be- 
lievine thee a veflei of too grcat a burthen. I have 
now round thee ; when I lofe thee again, I care not r 
yet art thou good for nothing but taking up, and that 
thou'rt fcarce worth. 

Par. Hadft thou not the privilège of anticruity upoo 
thee 

Laf. Do not plunge thyfelf too far in anger, left thott 

haften thy trial; which if, Lord have mercy on 

thee for a hen ! fo, my good window of lattice, farc 
thee well ; thy cafement I need not open, I look thra* 
thee. Give me thy hand. 

Par. My Lord, you give me moft egregious in- 
dignity. 

Laf. Ay, with ail my heart, and thou art worthy 
•f it. 

Par. I have not, my Lord, deferv'd it. 

Laf Yes, good faith, ev'ry dram of it; and I will 
not bate thee a fer u pie. 

Par. Well, I mail be wifer 

Laf. Ev'n as foon as thou can'ft, for thou haft to pull 
at a fmack o' th' contrary . If ever thou beeft bound inv 
thy fearf and beaten, thou (hait fînd what it is to be 
proud of thy bond âge. I have a délire to hold my ac- 
quaintance with thee, or rather my knowledge, that I 
»iay fay in the default, he is a man I know» 
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Par. My Lord, y ou do me moft unfupportable vexa- 
tion. 

Laf I would it were hell-pains for thy fake, and my 
poor doing eternal : for doing, I am paft f; *'** as I 
will by thee, in what motion âge will give me leave. 

[Exît. 

Par. WelJ, thou haft a fon (hall take this difgrace 

ofF me; feurvy, old, filthy, feurvy Lord! Well, 

I rauft be patient, there is no fettering of authority. Vil 
beat him, by my life, if I can meet him with any con- 
venience, an he were double and double a Lord. I'il 
have no more pity of his âge, than I would have of 
Pli beat him, an if I could but meet him again. 

Re-efjfer Lafeu. 

Laf. Sirrah, yourlord and mafter's raarried; there 
news for you : you have a new miftrefs. 

Par. I moft unfeigncdly befeech your Lordfhip to 
make fome refervation of your wrongs. He, my good 
Lord, whom I ferve above, is my mafter. 

Laf. Who? God? 

Par. Ay, Sir. 

Laf. The devil it is that 's thy mafter. Why doft 
thou garter. up thy arras o' this fafhion ? doft make hofe 
toi thy lîccves ? do other fervants fo ? thou wert beft fet 
thy lower part where thy nofe ftands. By mine honour, 
if I were but two hours younger, l'd beat thee. Me- 
thinks thou art a gênerai offence, and every man fhould 
beat thee. I think thou waft created for men to breathe 
thcmfclvcs upon thee. 

Par. This is hard and undeferved meafure, my Lord. 

Laf Go to, Sir; you were beaten in Italy for pick- 
ing a kernel out of a pomegranate ; you are a vaga- 
bond, and no true traveller : you are more fawcy with 
Lords and honourable perfonages, than the heraldry of 

f Herc is a line loft after paft ; fo that it (hould be diftinguiftiecl 
by a break with afterUks. The very words of the loft line it is ira» 
poflïble to retrieve ; but the fenfe is obvions enough. For âo'tng I 
em paft ; age has deprived me of much of my force and vigour ; 
yet I have ftill enough to fliew the world I can do myfelf right ; ai 
JtiiU by thee, in what metion [or in the beft mannerj agç -will fivfi 
vie Uavc. Hr Warbu. Un. 
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your birth and virtue gives you commiiïion. You arc 

not worth another word, elfe Pd call you knave. I 

leave you. £is.\/7. 



SCENE VIII. Enter Bertram. 

Par. Good, very good, it ïs fo then. Good, re- 

Ty good, let it be conceal'd a while. 

Ber. Undone, and forfeited to cares for erer ! 

Par. What is the matter, fweet heart ? 

Ber. Although beforc the folemn prieft Pve fworn* 
I will not bed her. 

Par. What ? what, fweet heart ! 

Ber. O my Parolles, they have married me : 
PU to the Tufcan wars, and ijever bed her. 

Par. France is a dog-hole, and it no more merîts the 
tread of a man's foot : to th' wars. 

Ber. There 's Ietters from my mother ; what the im- 
port is, I know not yet. 

Par. Ay, that would be known : to th' wars, my 
boy, to th* wars. 

He wears his honour in a box, unfeen, 
That hugs his kickfy-wickfy here at home; 
Spending his manly marrow in her arms, 
Which fhould fuftain the bound and high curvet 
Of Mars's fiery fteed : to other régions 
France is a fiable, we that dwell in't jades, 
Therefore to th* war, 

Ber. It (hall be fo, PU fend her to my houfe, 
Acquaint my mother with my hate to her, 
And wherefore I am fled ; write to the King 
That which I durft not fpeak. His prefent gift 
Shall furnifh me to thofe Italian fields, 
Where noble fellows ftrike. War is no ftrife 
To the dark houfe, and the detefted wife. , 

Par. Will this capricio hold in thee, art fure ? 

Ber. Go with me to my chamber, andadvifeme. 
Pli fend her ftraight away : to-morrow 
PU to the wars, me to her fingle forrow. 

Par. Why, thefe balls bound, there 's noife in it.— 
'Tis hard; 

A young man married, is a man that 's marr'd: 
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■ ^ er ^ fore aw ay, andleave herbravely; so 

Ihe kmg hath done you wrong: but, hum! 'tis fo. 

[Exe un t. 

SCENE IX. Enter Helena and Clown. 
Bf. My mother greets me kindly, i s fhe well ? 

/W. If fhe be very well, what does (he ail that 
">e s not very well ? ' nat 

^Gfc. Truly, fl*"', very well, indeed, but for tw. 

-ft-/. What two thîngs? 

One, that fhe 's not in heav'n whUh^r^A r j 

Enter Parolles. 

Par. Biefs you, my fortunate Lady » 

m£" 1 h ° P f' f Sir ' 1 have Y™* good-will to hare 
mine own good fortune. 

/>*r. You had my prayers to Iead them on; and to 
/V. Why, I fay nothing. 

Cfe. Marry you are the wifer man; for many a 
man s tongue fpeaksout his mafter's undoing. T JfJt 
» hmg, to do noth.ng, to know nothing, and to J»2 
«Jjng, is to be a great part of your title; wh ich * 
*ithin a very little of nothing. 

A?/-. Away, thou 'rt a knave. 

Clo You^fhould have faid, Sir, before a knave 
f art a knave ; that 's, before me th'art * knave TWs 
n»d been truth, Sir. llus 

Ai!"" G ° th ° U a " a Wi " y f001 ' 1 have fou "d 
Cfe. Did yoa find me in yourfelf, Sir? or were vou 
tofiht to iind me > the fearch, Sir, was profitlbk.SS 
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Lchfool may you find in you even to the woild't 
uleafure, and the increafe of laughter. 

Par Agoodknave, i'faith, and well led. 
Madam, my Lord will go away to night, 
A very ferious bufmefs calls on him. 
The «reat prérogative and rite of love, 
Which, as your due, time daims, he does acknow- 
Bu^utsitoffbyacompeHMreftraint: [ledge; 
Whofe wantandwhofedelay is ftrew'd w.th fweets 
Which they diftil now in the curbed time, 
To make the coming hour o'erflow with joy, . 
And pleafure drown the brim. 

fiel. What 's his wdl elfe ? 

Par. That you will take your inftant leave o th 

And make thïhafte as your own good proceeding; 
Strengthen'd with what apology you think. 
May mâke it probable need. 

it.l What more commands he i 

Par. That having this obtain'd, you prefently 
Attend' his further plealiire. 

Hel. In every thing I watt upon his w.ll. 

Par. I (hall report it fo. [£^FaroIles. 

Bd. I pray you— Corne, firrah. [i . Clown. 

SCENE X. E nt sr Lutta WBertram. 
La/. But I hope your Lordfhip thinksnot him afol- 

^Ber Yes, my Lord, and of very valiant approof. 
Uf. You have it from his own deliverance. 
Ber And by other warranted teihmony. 

La/- Then ™y dial E ° €S DOt " Ue; t0 
%V bU ïdo S "affure you. my Lord, he is very great ia 
Vnowledae, and accordingly vahant. 

Z£ I have then f.nncd aga.nft lus expenence,, and 
tranf/r'efs'd againft his valeur; and my ftate that way 

Ïngerous^fince I cannot yet find in my heart to re- 
pent Here he cornes ; I pray you, make us fnends, I 
purfue the aniity. 
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E?iier Parolles. 

Par. Thefe things fhall be done, Sir. 
Laf 1 pray you, Sir, who's his tailor ? 
Par. Sir? • 

Laf. O, I know him well ; I, Sir, he, Sir, 's a good 
workman, a very good tailor. 

Ber. Is me gone to the King ? [^Jide to Paroles. 
Par. She is. 

Ber. Will fhe away to-night ? 
Par. As you ? ll have her. 

Ber. Ihave writ my letters, cafketed my treafure, gi- 
Ten order for our horfes ; and to-night, when I fhould 
take pofTelîion of the bride and ère I do begin 

Laf. A good traveller is fomething at the latter end 
of a dinner ; but one that lyes three thirds, and ufes a 
known truth to pafs a thoufand nothings with, fhould 

be once heard, and thrice beaten. God fave you, 

Captain . 

Ber. Is there any unkindnefs between my Lord and 
you, Monfieur ? 

Par. I know not how I have deferved to run into 
my Lord's difpleafure. 

Laf. You have made fhift to run into 't, boots and 
fpurs and ail, like him that leapt into the euftard ; and 
out of it you'll run again, rather than fuffer cjueition 
for y our refidence, 

Ber. It may be you have miftaken him, my Lord. 

Laf And mail do fo ever, tho' I took him at's 
prayers. Fare you well, my Lord ; and believe this^ 
of me, there can be no kernel in this light nut : the 
foui of this man is his cloaths. Truft him not in mat- 
ter of heavy confequence. I have kept of them tame, 
and know their natures. Farewel, Monfieur; I have 
fpoken better of you, than you have or will deferve at 
my hand, but we muft do good againft evil. 

Par. An idle Lord, I fwear. 

Ber. I think fo. 

Par. Why, do you not know him ? 
Ber. Yes, I know him well, and common fpeech 
Gives him a worthy pafs. Here cornes my clog. 

Vol. III. D 
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SCENE XI. Enter Helena. 

Hel. I have, Sir, as I was commandée! from y ou, 
Spoke with the King, and have procur'd his leave 
For prefent parting ; only he délires 
Some private fpeech with you. 

Ber. I lhall obey his will. 
You muft not marvel, Helen, at my courfe, 
Which holds not colour with the time ; nor doe9 
The miniftration and required office 
On my particular. Prepar'd I was not 
For fuch a bufinefs ; therefore am I found 
So much unfettled : this drives me to intreat you, 
That prefently you take your way for home, 
And rather mufe, than aîk, why I intreat you ; 
For my refpeéts are better than they feem, 
And my appointments have in them a need 
Greater than ftiews itfelf at the firft view, 
To you that know them not. This to my mother. 

[Giving a letter. 
'Twill be two days ère I fhall fee you, fo 
I leave you to your wifdom. 

Hel. Sir, I can nothing fay, 
But that I am your raoft obedient fervant. 

Ber. Come, corne, no more of that. 

Hel. And ever fhall 
With true obfervance feek to eke out that, 
Wherein tow'rd me my homely ftars have faiPd, 
To equal my great fortune. 

Ber. Let that go : 
My hafte is ver y great. Farewel ; hie home. 

Hel. Pray, Sir, your pardon. 

Ber. Well, what would you fay ? 

Hel. I am not worthy of the wealth I owe : 
Nor dare I fay, 'tis mine, and yet it is ; 
But, like a tim'rous thief, moft fain would fteal 
What law does vouch mine own. 

Ber. What would you have ? 

Hel. Something, and fearce fo much nothing, in- 

deed — : 

I would not tell you what I would, my Lord — 'faith, 

y**,- 
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Strangers and foes do funder, and not kifs . 

Ber. I pray you, ftay not ; but in hafte to horfe. 

Hel. I (hall not break your bidding, good my Lord. 

[Exit Helena. 

Ber. Where are my other men, Monfieur? — farewel. 
Go thou tow'rd home, where I will never come, 
Whilft I can ftiake my fword, or hear the drum : 
Away, and for our flight. 

Par. Bravely, Couragio ! [Exeunt: 

A C T III. SCENE I. 

The Duke 9 s court in Florence. 

Flourijh. Enter the Duke of Florence^ two Frencb 
Lords > ivith foldiers. 

Duke.Ç^O that, from point to point, now have you 
i3 The fundamental reafons of this war, [heard 
Whofe great decifion hath rauch blood let forth, 
And more thirfts after. 

1 Lord. Holy feems the quarrel 

Upon your Grace's part ; but black and fearful 
On the oppofer. 

Duke. Therefore we marvel much our coufin France 
Would, in fo juft a bufînefs, fhut his bofonx 
Againft our borrowing prayers. 

2 Lord. Good my Lord, 

The reafons of our ftate I cannot yield, 
But like a common and an outward man, 
That the great figure of a council frames 
By felf-unable notion ; therefore dare not 
'Say what I think of it, fince I have found 
Myfelf in my uncertain grounds to fail 
As often as I guefs'd. 
Duke. Be it his pleafure. 

2 Lord. But I am fure the younger of our nation, 1 
That furfeit on their eafe, will day by day 
Come here for phyfic. 

Duke. Welcome (hall they be : 
And ail the honours that can fly from us, 
Shall on them fettle. You know your places well, 
D 2 
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When better fall, for your avails they fell ; 
To-morrow, to the field. \Exeunt. 

SCENE II. Changes to Roujillon in France. 

Enter Countefs and Clown. 

Count. It hsth happen'd, ail as I would have had it ; 
fave that he cornes not along with her. 

Clo. By my troth, I take my young Lord to be a 
very melancholy man. 

Count, By what obfervance, I pray you ? 

CIo. Why, he will look upon his boot, and fîng; 
mend his ruff, and fing ; afk queftions, and fing; pick 
his teeth, and fing. I knew a man that had this trick 
6f melancholy, fold a goodly manor for a fong. 

Count. Let me fee what he writes, and when he meana 
to corne. \Reads the letter. 

Ch. I have no mind to Ifbel* fince I was at court. 
Our old ling, and our Ifbels o' th' country, are nothing 
like your old ling, ând your Ifbels o' th* court : the 
brain of my Cupid's knock'd out ; and I begin to love, 
as an old man loves money, with no ftomach. 

Count. What have we here ? 

Çlo . E'en that you have there. [Exit, 

Coûntefs reads a letter. 

/ have fent you a daughter-in-Ia<w : Jke hath rec*~ 
vered the King> and undone me. I have nvedded her, 
not bedded her and fovorn to màke the not eternal. You 
Jhall hear I am run aivay ; kno*w it before the report 
corne. If there be breadth enough in the uorld, I will 
hold a long dïjlance. My duty to you. 

Tour unfortunate fon, 

Bertrara. 

This is not well, rafh and unbridled boy, 
To fly the favours of fo good a King. 
To pluck his indignation on thy head ; 
By the mifprifing of a maîd, too virtuous 
For the contempt of empire. 
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Re-enter Clown. 

Clo. O Madam, yonder is heavy news within bc- 
tween two foldiers and my young lady. 
Count. What is the matter ? 

Clo. Nay, there, is fome comfort in the news, fome 
comfort ; your fon will not be kill'd fo foon as I thought 
he would. 

Count. Why fhould he be kill'd ? 

Clo. So fay I, Madam, if he run away, as I hear 
he does ; the danger is in ftanding to 't ; that 's the lofs 
of men, though it be the getting of children. Here 
they corne will tell you more. For my part, I only 
hear your fon was run away. 

SCENE III. Enter Helena, and tnuo Gentlemen. 

1 Gent. Save you, good Madam. 

JieL Madam, my Lord is gone, for ever gone. 

2 Gent. Do not fay fo. 

Count. Think upon patience : 'pray you, Gentlemen, 
I've felt fo many quirks of joy and grief, 
That the firft face of neither, on th'e ftart, 
Can woman me unto 't. Where is my fon ? 

2 Gent. Madam, he's gone to ferve the Duke of 
Florence. 

We met him thitherward, for thence we came ; 
And, after fome difpatch in hand at court, 
Thither we bend again. 

Hel. Look on this letter, Madam ; here 's my pafTport. 

When thou canjl g et the ring upon my Jînger, which 
never Jhall come off ; and JJje<w me a cbild hegotten of 
tby body that I am father to, then call me Hufband : 
but in fuch a then / <write a never. 

This is a dreadful fentence. 

Count. Brought you this letter, Gentlemen ? 

1 Gent. Ay, Madam; and, for the contents' fake, 
are forry for our pains. 

Count, I pr'ythee, Lady, have a better cheer. 
îf thou engrofTeft ail the griefs as thine, 
Thou robb'ft me of a moiety : he was my fon j 
But I do walh his name out of my blood, 
D 3 
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And thou art ail my child. Towards Florence is he? 

2 Cent. A y, Madam. 

Count . And to be a foldier ? 

2 6V«/. Such is his noble purpofe; and, believe't, 
The Duke will lay upon him ail the honour 
That good convenience claims. 

Count. Return you thither ? 

I . Gent. Ay, Madam, with the fwifteft wîng of fpeed. 
Hel. Tiff I have no wife, I have nothing in France. 
? Tis bitter. {Reading. 
Count. Find you that there ? 
Hel. Yes, Madam. 

i Gent. 'Tis but the boldnefs of his hand, haply, 
which his heart was not confenting to. 

Count. Nothing in France until he have no wife ? 
There's nothing here that is too good for him, 
But only me ; and me deferves a Lord 
That twenty fuch rude boys might tend upon, 
And call her hourly Mijlrefs. Who was with him X 

i Gent. A fermant only, and a gentleman 
•Which I have fometime known. 

Count. Parolles, was 't not ? 

I Gent. Ay, my good Lady, he. 
- Count. A very tainted fellow, and full of wickednefs : 
M y fon corrupts a well-derived nature 
With his inducement. 

I Gent. Indeed, good Lady, the fellow has a deal 
ci that too much, which holds him much to have. 

Count. Y' are welcome, Gentlemen ; I will intreat 
you, when you fee my fon, to tell him, that his fword 
can never win the honour that he lofes : more I '11 in- 
treat you written to bear along. 

i Gent. We ferve you, Madam, in that and ail your 
worthieft affairs. 

Count. Not fo, but as we change our courtefîes. 
Will you draw near ? ^Exeunt Countefs and Gent* 

SCENE IV. 

HeL Tiff I have no wife, I bave nothing in France. 
Nothing in France, until he has no wife ! 
Thou malt have none, Roufillon, none in France ; 
Then hait thou ail agaûu Poor Lord I is 't l 
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That chafe thee from thy country, and expofe 

Thofe tender limbs of thine to the event 

Of the none-fparing war ? and is it I 

That drive thee from the fportive court, where thou 

Waft fhot at with fair eyes, to be the mark 

Of fraoaky mufkets ? O you leaden meflengers, 

That ride upon the violent fpeed of fîre, 

Fly witli falfe aim ; pierce the ftill-moving air, 

That fîngs with piercing, do not touch my Lord, 

Whoever fhoots at him, I fet him there : 

Whoever charges on his forward breaft, 

I am the caitifF thaï do hold him to it ; 

And though I kill him not, I am the caufe 

Ri s death was fo effected. Better 'twere 

I met the rav'ning lion when he roar'd 

With fharp conftraint of hunger; better 'twere 

That ail the miferies which nature owes, 

Were mine at once. No, corne thou home, Roufllloa; 

Whence honour but of danger wins a fcar ; 

As oft it lofes ail. I will be gone : 

My being here it is that holds thee hence. 

Shall I ftay here to do 't ? No, no, although 

The air of paradife did fan the houfe, 

And angels offic'd ail : I will be gone ; 

That pitiful rumour may report my fiight, 

To confolate thine ear. Corne, night ! end, day ! 

For with the dark, poor thief, l'il fteal away. ÇJBxit. 

SCENE V. 

Changes Tq the Duke J s court in Florence» 

Flourijh. Enter the Duke of Florence, Bertram> Dr uns 
and Trumpets, &oldiers> Parolles. 

Duke. The General of our Horfe thou art, and we 7 
Great in our hope, lay our beft love and credence 
Upon thy promiûng fortune. 

Ber. Sir, it is 
A charge too heavy for my ftrength ; but yet 
We'll ftrive to bear it for y our worthy fake, 
To th* extrême edge of hazard. 

Duke, Then go forth ; 
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And Fortune play upon thy profp'rous helm, - 
As thy aufpicious miftrefs ! 

Ber. This very day, 
Great Mars, I put myfelf into thy file ; 
Make me but like m y thoughts, an4 I mail prore 
A lover of thy drum ; hâter of love. \Exeunt % 

SCENE VI. Changes to Rouftllon in France. 

Enter Countefs and Steward. 

Count. Alas ! and would you take the letter of her ? 
Might you not know, me would do, as me has done, 
By fending me a letter ? Read it again. 

LETTER. 

I ans St Jaques' pilgrim, thither gone ; 

Ambitious love bat h fo in me offended, 
That bare-foot plod I the cold ground upon, 

With fainted vo*w my faults to have amended. 
Write y write, that from the bîoody courfe of <war 

My dearejl mafier, your dèar [on, may hie ; 
Biefs hitn at home in peace, iuhhfl I from far 

His name with zealous fervour fanfti/y. 
His taken labours bid him me forgive ; 

I, his defpiteful Juno,Jent him fort h 
From court ly friends, <witb camping foes to live ; 

Where death and danger dog the heels of worth. 
He is too good and fair for death and me, 
Whom I myfelf embrace, to fet him free. 

Ah, what ftiarp ftings are in her mildeft words l 
Rynaldo, you did never lack advice fo much, 
As letting her pafs fo ; had I fpoke with her, 
I could have well diverted her intents, 
Which thus me hath prevented. 

Stew. Pardon, Madam, 
If I had given you this at over-night, 
She might have been o'er-ta'en ; and yet me writes, 
Purfuit would be but vain. 

Count. What angel mail 
Biefs this unworthy hufband ? he cannot thrive, 
Unlefs her prayers, whom Heajen delights to hear, 
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And loves to grant, reprieve him from the wrath 

Of greateft. juftice. Write, write, Rynaldo, 

To this unworthy hufband of his wife ; 

Let every word weigh heavy of her worth, 

Tîiat he does weigh too light : my greateft grief, 

Though little he do feel it, fet down flurply. 

Difpatch the moft convenient mefTenger ; 

When, haply, he (hall hear that (he is gone, 

He will returo, and hope I may, that me, 

Hearing fo much, will fpeed her foot again, 

Led hither by pure love. Which of them both 

Is deareft to me, Fve no flcill in fenfe 

To raake diftin&ion ; provide this mefTenger ; 

My heart is heavy, and mine âge is weak ; 

Grief would have tears, and forrow bids me fpeak. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE VII. 

Changes to à public place in Florence* 

A tucket afar off* 

Enter an old Widow of Florence, Diana, Violenta, en d 
Mariana, ivi/h other citizens. 

Wid. Nay, corne. For if they do approach the city, 
we fhall lofe ail the fight. 

Dia. They fay the French Count has donc moft ho- 
nourable fervice. 

Wid. It is reported, that he has ta'en their greateft 
commander ; and that with his own hand he flew the 
Duke's brother. We have loft our labour, they are 
gone a contrary way : hark, you may know by their 
trumpets. 

Mar. Corne, let's return again, and fuffice ourfelves 
with the report of it. Well, Diana, take heed of this 
French Earl ; the honour of a maid is her name, and 
no legacy is fo rich as honefty. 

Wid % I have told my neighbour how you have been 
folicited by a gentleman his companion. 

Mar. I know that knave, (hang him!) one Parol- 
les ; a filthy officer he is in thofe fuggeftions for the 
young Earl j beware of them, Diana \ their promifes', 
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cnticements, oaths, tokens, and ail thefè cngines of -luft, 
are the things they go under ; many a maid hath been 
feduced by them ; and the mifery is, example, that fb 
terrible ftiews in the wreck of maidenhood, cannot for 
ail that difluade fucceffion, but that they are limed wîth 
the twigs that threaten them. I hope I need not to ad- 
*ife you further ; but I hope your own grâce will keep 
you where you are, though there were no further dan- 
ger found but the modefty which is fo loft. 
Dia . You ftiall not need to fear me. 

Enter Helena, difguis'd like a pilgrim. 

Wid. I hope fo Look, here cornes a pilgrim ; 

I know (he will lie at my houfe ; thither they fend one 
another; Tll queftion her : God fave you, pilgrim! 
whither are you bound ? 

HeL To St Jaques le Grand. Where do the pal- 
mers lodge, I do befeech you ? 

Wid, At the St Francis, befide the pprt. 

HeL Is this the way ? marc h afar qff\ 

Wid» Ay, marry, is 't. Hark you, they come thi* 
way. 

If you will tarry, holy pilgrim, but till the troops come 
I will condu»fl you where you /hall be lodg'd ; C^y» 
The rather, for 1 think I know your hoftefs 
As ample as myfelf. 

HeL Is it yourfelf ? 

Wid, If you mail pleafe fo, pilgrim. 

Hel, I thank you, and will ftay upon your leifure. 

Wid. You came, I think, from France. 

Hel. I did fo. 

Wid, Here you (hall fee a countryman of your's, 
That has done worthy fervice. 

Hel, His name, I pray you ? 

Dia, The Count Rouftllon : know you fuch a one ? 

Hel. But by the ear, that hears moft nobly of him ; 
His face I know not. 

Dia, Whatfoe'er he is, 
He's bravely taken here. He ftole from France, 
As 'tis reported ; fdr the King had married him 
Againft his liking. Think you it is fo ? 

HeL Ay, furely, merely truth ; I knpw his lady. 
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Dia. There is a gentleman that ferves the count, 
Reports but courfely of her. 

Hel. What's his name ? 

Dia. Menjieur Parolles. 

Hel. Oh, I believe with him, 
In argument of praife, or to the worth ■ 
Of the great Count himfelf : me is too mean 
To have her name repeated ; ail her deferving 
Is a referved honefty, and that 
I have not heard examin'd. 

Dia. Alas, poor lady ! 
'Tis a hard bondage, to become the wife 
Of a detefting Lord. 

JVid. Ah ! right ; good créature ! wherefoe'er fhe îf 
Her heart weighs fadly ; this young maid might do her 
A (hrewd turn, if fhe pleas'd. 

Hel. How do you mean ? 
May be the am'rous Count folicits her 
In the unlawful purpofe. 

JVid. He does indeed ; 
And brokes with ail that can în fuch a fuit 
Corrupt the tender honour of a maid : 
But ftie is arm'd for him, and keeps her guard 
In honefteft defence. 

SCENE VIII. Drum and Colours. 
Enter Bertram, Parolles, Officcrs and Soldiers attending. 

Mar. The Gods forbid elfe ! 

Wid. So now they come : 
That is Antonio, the Duke's eldeft fon ; 
T^iat, Efcalus. 

Hel. Which is the Frenchman ? 

Dia. He; 

That with the plume ; 'tis a moft gallant fellow ; 
I would he lov'd his wife ! if he were honefter, 
He were much goodlier. Is 't not a handfomç gentle ] 
man ? 
Hel. I like him well. 

Dia. 'Tis pity he is not honeft j yond's that famé 
knave, 
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That leads him to thefe places ; were I his lady, 
I'd poifon that vile rafcal. 
Hel. Which is he ? 

Dia. That jack-an-apes with fcarfs. Why is hc 
melancholy ? 

Hel. Perchance he's hurt i' th' battle. 

Par. Lofe our drum ! well. 

Mar. He's (hrewdly vex'd at fomething. Look, he 
hath fpied us. 

Wid. Marry, hang you ! 

[Exeunt Bertram, Parolles, <be. 

Mar. And your courtefy, for a ring-carrier ! 

Wid. The troop is pafs'd. Corne, pilgrim, I wiU bring 
you 

Where you {hall hoft : Of injoin'd pénitents 
There's four or five, to great St Jaques bound, 
Already at my houfe. 

Hel. I humbly thank you : 
Pleafe it this matron, and this gentle maid 
To ea.t with us to-night, thç charge and thanking 
Shali be for me : and to requite you further, 
I will beftow fome precepts on this virgin 
Worthy the note. 

Bot h. We'll take your offer kindly. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IX. 
Enter Bertram, and the tivo French Lords. 

1 Lord. Nay, good my Lord, put him to 't : let him 
have his way. 

2 Lord. If your Lordftiip find him not a hilding, 
hold me no more in your refpecl. 

1 Lord. On my life, my Lord, a bubble. . 
Ber.\ Do you think I am fo far deceiv'd in him ? 

1 Lord. Believe it, my Lord, in mine own direct 
knowledge, without any malice, but to fpeak of him 
as my kinfman ; he's a moft notable coward, an in- 
finité and endlefs lyar, an hourly promife-breaker, the 
owner of no one good quality worthy your Lordlhip's 
entertainment. 

2 Lord. It were fit you knew him, left, repoflog 
too far in his virtue, which he hath not, he might 
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at fome great and trully buiinefs in a main danger fail 
you. 

Ber. I would I knew in what particular action to 
try him. 

2 Lord. None better than to let him fetch ofT hir 
drum ; which you hear him fo confidently undertake 
to do. 

1 Lord. I, with a troop of Florentines 9 ~ wHl fud- 
denly furprife him ; fuch I will have, whom I am 
fure he knows not from the enemy : we will bind 
and hoodwink him fo, that he fliall fuppofe no other 
but that he is carried into the leaguer of the adverfaries, 
when we-bring him to our own terits. Be but your Lord- 
fliip prefent at his examination ; if he do not for the 
promife of his life, and in the higheft compulfion of 
bafe fear, offer to betray you, and deliver ail the intel- 
ligence in his power againft you, and that with the di- 
vine forfeit of his foui upon oath, never truft my judg- 
ment in any thing. 

2 Lord. O, for the love of laughter, let him fetch 
his drum ; he fays, he has a ftratagem for 't ; when your 
Lordîhip fees the bottom of his fuccefs in't, and to 
what métal this counterfeit lump of ore will be melted, 
if you give him not Tom Drum's enrertainment *, your 
inclining cannot be removed. Here he cornes. 

SCENE X. Enter Parolles. 

î Lord. O, for the love of laughter, hinder not the 
humour of his defign, let him fetch off his drum in 
any hand. 

Ber. How now, Monfieur ? this drum Hicks forely in, 
your difpofition. 

2 Lord. A pox't on't, let it go, 'tis but a drum. 
Par. But a drum ! is 't but a drum ? a drum fo loll î 

* Holin^fncd, iu his defeription of Ireland, fpeaking of Patrick 
Scarfcficld, (Mayorof Dublin in the year issO» and of his extra- 
vagant hoipitality, fubjcins, that no gueft had ever a cold or for- 
bidding look f'ronj any part of his family : fo that his porter, or any 
other tjjicer, durji not, for betb bis cars, give the fîmplcft man thi.t 
refirted lo his hmfe, Tom Drum 1 s eutcrtainment ; which i.s, to haie a 
man in by the hc;;d f and thruft him out by beth the fluuldcrc,. 
Mr Tbeol'M 

Vol. III. E 
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there was an excellent command ! to dharge in with 
our horfe upon our own wings, and to rend* our own 
foldiers. 

2 Lord. That was not to be blamed in the command 
of the fervice; it was a difafter of war that Caefar 
himfelf could not have prevented, if he had been there 
to command. 

Ber. Well, we cannot greatly condemn pur fuccefs : 
fome diftionour we had in the lofs of that drum, but it 
is not to be recover'd. 

Par. It might have been recover'd. 

Ber. It might, but it is not now. 

Par. It is to be recover'd ; but that the merit of fèr- 
vice is feldom attributed to the true and exact per- 
former, I would have that drum or another, or hic 
j-acet 

Ber. Why, if you have a ftomach to 't, Monfieur ; 
if you think your myftery in ftratagem can bring this 
infiniment of honour again into his native quarter, be 
magnanimous in the enterprife, and go on ; I will grâce 
the attempt for a worthy exploit : if you fpeed well in 
it, the Duke /hall both fpeak of it, and extend to you 
what further becomes his greatnefs, even to the utmoft 
Jyllable of your worthinefs. 

Par. By the hand of a foldier, I will undertake it». 

Ber. But you muft not now flumber in it. 

Par. TU about it this evening ; and I will prefently 
pen down my dilemmas, encourage myfelf in my cer- 
tainty, put myfelf into my mortal préparation; and, 
by midnight, look to hear further from me. 

Ber. May I be bold to aequaint his Grâce you arc 
gone about it ? 

Par. I know not; what the fuccefs will be, my Lord ; 
but the attempt- 1 vow. 

Ber. I know th' art valiant ; and to the poffibility of 
foldierftiip, will fubfcribe for thee ; farewel. 

Par. I love not many words. [Exit. 

SCENE XI. 

i Lord. No more than a fifh loves water.— Is not 
this a ftrange fellow, my Lord, that fo confidently 
feems to undertake this bufinefs, which he knows is not 
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to be done ; damns himfelf to do it, and dares better 
be daran'd than to do 't ? 

2 Lord. You do not know him, my Lord, as we do ; 
certain it is, that he will fteal himfelf into a man's fa- 
vour, and for a week efeape a great deal of difeoveries ; 
but when you find him out, you have him ever after. 

Ber. Why, do you think he will raake no deed at 
ail of this, that fo ferioufly he does addrefs himfelf 
unto ? k, 

2 Lord. None in the world, but return with an in- 
tention, and clap upon you twp or three probable lyes : 
but we have almoft imbofs'd him, you (hall fee his fall 
to-night ; for, indéed, he is not for your Lordfhip's 
refpe<3. 

1 Lord. We'll make you fome fport with the fox, ère 
we cafe him. He was firfl fmok'd by the old Lord 
Lafeu ; when his difguife and he is parted, tell me what 
a fprat you fhall find him ; which you fhall fee tliis 
Tery night. 

2 Lord. Imuft go and look my twigs ; he fhall be 
canght. 

Ber. Your brother, he fhall go along with me. 

2 Lord. As 't pleafe your Lordfhip. I'U leave you. 

[Exit. 

Ber. Now will I lead you to the houfe, andfhewyou 
The lafs I fpoke of. 

i Lord. But you fay fhe 's honeft. 

Ber. That's ail the fault : I Tpoke with her but once, 
Ànd found her wondrous cold ; but I fent to her, 
By this famé coxeomb that we have i' th* wind, 
Tokens and letters, which (he did re-fend ; 
And this is ail l 've done : fhe 's a fair créature, 
Will you go fee her ? 

i Lord. With ail my heart, my Lord. \ExeunK 

SCENE XII. Changes to the Widorfs houfe. 
Enter Helena, and Widow. 

He l. If you mifdoubt me that I am not fhe, 
I know not how I fhall afTure you further ; 
But I (hall lofe the grounds I work upon.^ 

JVid. Tho' my eftate be fallen, I was wellboin, 
E 2 
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Nothing acquainted with thefe bufîneiïès ; 
And would not put my réputation now 
In any ftaining a&. 

Hel. Nor would ^ wifli you. 
Firft, give me trult, the Count he is my hufband ; s 
And what to your fworn counfel I have fpoken, ^ 
Is fo, from word to word ; and then you cannot, 
By the good aid that I of you fhall borrow, 
l Err in beftowing it. 

ÏVid. I fhould believe you, 
For you have fhew'd me that which well approTCS 
ï ' are great in fortune. 

^ HeL Take this purfe of gold, 
And let me buy your friendly help thus far, 
Which I will overpay, and pay again 
When I have found it. The Count wooes yofcr 
daughter, 

Lays down his wanton fîege before her beauty, 
Refolves to carry her ; let her confent, 
As we '11 direct her how 'tis beft to bear it. 
Now his important blood will nought deny,- 
Tha"t me '11 demand : a ring the Count does wear, 
That downward hath fucceeded in his houfe 
From fon to fon, fome four or five defcents, 
Since the firft father wore it. This ring he holds 
In moft rich choice ; yet in his idle fire, 
To buy his will, it would not feem too dear, 
Jiowe'er repented after. 

Wid. Now I fee the bottom of your purpofe. 

Hel. You fee h lawful then. It is no more» 
But that your daughter, ère Ihe feems as won. 
Délires this ring; appoints him anencounter; 
In line, delivers me to fill the timej 
.Herfelf moft chaftely abfent : after this, 
To marry her, Pli add three thoufand crowna 
To what is paft already. 

Wid. I have yielded. 
Inftrutf my daughter how me (hall perfevere, 
That time and place, with this deceit fo lawful* 
]V!ay prove cohérent. Every night he cornes 
With mu fie of-all forts, and fongs compos'd 
To her unworthinefs : it nothing fteadsu*. 
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To chide him from our eaves ; for he perfifts, 
As if his life layon 't. 

Hel. Why then, to-night 
Lct us a/Tay our plot ; which, if it fpeed, 
Is wicked meaning in a lawful deed ; 
And lawful meaning in a wicked acl: ; 
Where both not fin, and yet a finful facl. 
•But let 's about it [Exeuntï 

A C T IV. SCENE I. 
Part of the Frencb camp in Florence. 

Enter one of the Trench bords, <with five or Jîx Soldiert 
in anibufh. 

Lord. TJ E can come no other way but by this hçdge- 
O corner; when you fally upon him, fpeak 
what terrible language you will ; though you underftand 
it not yourfelyes, no raatter ; for we rauft not feem to 
underftand him, unlefs famé one amongft us, whont 
,ve rauft produce for an interpréter. 

Soi. Good Captain, let me be th' interpréter. 

Lord. Art not acquainted with him ? knows he not 
thy voice ? 

Sol. No, Sir, I warrant you. 

Lord. But what linfy-woolfy haft thou to fpeak to 
.«s again ? 

Sol. Ev'n fuch as you fpeak to me. 

Lord. He muft think us fome: band of ftrangers i'th* 
adverfaries' entertainment. Now he hath a fmack of 
ail neighbonring languages, therefore we muft every one 
be a man of his own fancy; not to know what we 
Jpeak one to another, fo we feem to know, is to know 
.ftraight our purpofe : chough's language, gabble ertough, 
-and good enough. As for you, interpréter, you muft 
feem very poîitic. But couch, hoa ! here he cornes > 
to beguile two hours in a fleep, and then; to return 
and fwear the lyes he forges. 

Enter Parolles. 

Par. Teno'clock; within thefe three hours 'twill bc 
E 3 
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time enough to go home. What {hall I fay I have 
done ? it muft be a very plaufive invention that carries 
it. They begin to fmoke me, and difgraces bave of 
late knock'd îqo often at my door : I find my toague 
is too fool-hardy ; but my heart hath the fear of Mars 
before it, and of his créatures, not daring the reports of 
my torgue. 

Lord. This is the firft truth that e'er thine own tongue 
was guilty of. 

Par. What the devil fhould move me to nndertake 
th^ recovery of this drum, being not ignorant of the 
împoflibiîity, and knowing I had' no fuch purpofe ? I 
muft give myfelf fome hurts, and fay, I got them in 
exploit. Yet flight ones will not carry it ; they wUI 
fay, Came you ofF with fo little ? and great ones I dare 
«otgive; wherefore what's the inftance ? Tongue, I 
muft put you into a butter-woman's mouth, and buy 
myfelf another of Bajazet's mute, if you prattle me 
into thefe périls. 

Lord, Is it poflible he fhould know what he is, and 
te that he is ? \_AJide. 

Par. I wouîd the cutting of my garments would lerve 
the turn, or the breaking of my Spanifti fword. 

Lord. We cannot afFord you fo. . \_Aftde. 

Par. Or the baring of my beard, and to fay it was 
in ftratagem. 

Lord. Twould not do. 

Par. Or to drown my cîoaths, and fay I was ftripf . 
Lord. Hardly ferve. 

Par. Though I fwore I leap'd from the window of 

the citadel 

Lord. How deep ? IJJtde* 
Par. Thirty fathom. • 

Lord. Three great oaths wouîd fcarce make that be 
believed. [^*- 

Par. I would I had any drum of the enemy's ; I 
would fwear I recover'd it. 

Lird. You îhall hear one anon-. \_Afide. 

Par. A drum now of the enémy's ! 

\_Alarum with in* 
Lord. Throco movoufus> cargo, cargo, cargo. 
Mil» CargOy cargo, villiando par corbo % carga. 
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Par. Oh ! ranfora, ranfom : — do not hide mineeyes. 

[They feize him, and blindfold bivi. 

Inter. Bojkos thromuldo bojkos. 

Par. I know, you are the Mufkos régiment, 
And I ftiall lofe my life for want of language. 
If there be here German, or Dane, Low Dutch, 
Italian, or French, let him fpeak to me, 
VU difcover that which fhall undo the Florentine. 

Inter. Bojkos vauvado ; I underfland thee, and can 

fpeak thy tongue ; Kerelybonto> Sir, betake thee to 

thy faith, for feventeen poniards are at thy bofom. 

Par. Oh! 

b;t. Oh, pray, pray, pray. 

Jflancha ravancha dulche. 

Lord. Ofceoribi dulchos vollvorco. 

Int. The gênerai is content to fpare thee yet, 
And, hoodwink'd as thou art, will lead thee on 
To gather from thee. Haply thou may'il infqna 
Something to fave thy life. 

Par. Oh let me live, 
And ail the fecrets of our camp l 'H fhew ; 
Their force, their purpofes : nay, I '11 fpeak that 
Which you will wonder at. 

Int. But wilt thou faithfully \ 

Par. If I do not, damn me. 

////. ^corda linta. 
Corne on, thou art granted fpace. [Extt. 

[/I JJiort aîarum mit ht 'n. 

Lord. Go, tell the Count Roufilîon and my brotber, 
TVVve caught the woodcock, and will keep him muirled 
Till we do hear from thern. 

Sol. Captain, I will v 

Lord. He will betray us ail unto ourfelves. 
In for m 'em that. 

Sol. So I will, Sir. 

Lord. Till then I '11 keep him dark and fafely lock'd, 

[Exeu/it, 

SCENE II. Changes to the «mWs hou Je. 

Enter Bertram and Diana. 
Bcr. They told me that your namc was FontibelL 
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Dia. No, my good Lord, Diana. 

Ber. Titled goddefs, 
And worth it with addition ! but, fair foui, 
In your ûnc frame hath love no quality ? 
If the quick fire of youth light not your mind, 
You are no maiden, but a monument. 
When you are dead, you fhould be fuch a one 
As you are now, for you are cold and ftern \ 
And now you fhould be as your mother was* 
When your fweet felf was got. 

Dia. She then was honeft. 

Ber. So fhould you be. 

Dia. No. 

My mother did but duty j fuch, my Lord, 
As you owe to your wife. 

Ber. No more o' that ! 
I pr'ythee do not ftrive againft my vows : 
I was compell'd.to her; but I love thee 
By love's own fweet conftraint, and will for ever 
Do thee ail rights of fer vice. 

Dia. Ay, fo you ferve us, 
Till we ferve you : but when you hâve onr rofes, 
You barely leave our thorns to prick ourfelves, 
And mock us with our barenefs. 

Ber. How have I fworn ! 

Dia. Tis not the many oaths that make the truth ; 
But the plain fingle vow, that is vow'd true j 

What is not holy that we fwear, not 'bides ; * 

But take the High'ft to witnefs ; then, pray tell me, 

If I fhould fwear by Jove's great attributes 

I lov'd you dearly, would you believe my oaths, 

When I did love you ill ? ^This has no holding, 

To fwear by him whom I proteft ta love, 

That I will work againft him. Therefore yo*r oaths 

Are words, and poor conditions but unfeaPd; 

At leaft, in my opinion. 

Ber. Change it, change it : 
Be not fo holy-cruel. Love is hoIy r 
And my integrity ne'er knew the crafts 
That you do .charge men with : iland no more of£ 
But give thyfelf unto my fick dçfires, 
Which then recover, Say, thou art mine, j and ew 
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My love, as it begins, lhall fo perfevere. 

Dia. I fee that men make hopes in fuch affairs 
That we'll forfake ourfelves. Give me that ring. 

Ber. Fil lend it thee, my dear, but have no power 
To give it from me. 
Dia. Will you not, my Lord ? 
Ber. It is an honour 'longing to our houfe, 
Bequeathed down from many anceftors ; 
Which were the greateft obloquy i' th' world 
In me to lofe. 

Dia. Mine honour's fuch a ring ; 
My chaftity's the jewel of our houfe, 
Bequeathed down from many anceftors ; 
Which were the greateft obloquy i' th' world 
In me to lofe. Thus your own proper wifdom 
Brings in the champion honour on my part, 
Againft your vain aflault. 

Ber. Here, take my ring. 
My houfe, my honour, yea, my life, be thine, 
And 1*11 be bid by thee. 

Dia. When midnight cornes, knock at my chamber- 
l'il order take my mother mail not hear. [window ; 
Now will I charge you in the band of truth, 
When you have conquer'd my yet maiden-bed, 
Remain there but an hour, nor fpeak to me. 
My reafons are moft ftrong, and you lhall know them, 
When back again this ring fhall be deliver'd ; 
And on your finger, in the night, Fil put 
Another ring, that, what in time proceeds, 
May token to the future our paft deeds. 
Adieu, till then ; then, fail not : you have won 
A wife of me, tho* there my hope be done. 

Ber. A heav'n on earth l 've won by wooing thee. 

lExlt. 

Dia. For which live long to thank both heav'n and 
You rnay fo in the end. — C me » 
My mother told me juft how he would woo, 
As if (he fat in's heart ; Ihe fays, ail men 
Have the like oaths : he had fworn to marry me, 
When his wife 's dead : therefore Fil lie with him 
When I am buried. Since Frenchmen are fo braid, 
Marry 'em that wlU, Fd live and die a maidj 
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Only, in thîs difguife, I think 't no fin 

To cozen him that would unjuftly win. \Exit. 

SCENE III . Changes to the Trench camp in Florence?. 
Enter the t<wo Trench Lords, and tiuo or three foldiers* 

1 Lord. You have aot given him his mother's letter ? 

2 Lord. I have deliver'd it an hour lince ; there is 
fomething in 't that ftings his nature ; for, on the readL- 
ing it, he chang'd almoftinto another man. 

1 Lord. He has much worthy blâme laid upon him 
for (haking ofF fo good a wife, and fo fweet a lady. 

2 Lord. Efpecially he hath incurred tlie everlafting 
difpleafure of the King, who had even tun'd his bounty 
to fmg happinefs to him, I will tell you a thing, but 
you mail let it dwell darkly with you. 

1 Lord. When you have fpoken it, 'tis dead, and I 
am the grave of it. 

2 Lord. He hath perverted a young gentlewoman 
here in Florence, of a moft chafte rcnown ; ancj 
this night he flefhes his will in the fpoil of her honour ; 
he hath given her his monumental ring, and thinkf 
himfelf made in the unchafte compofition. 

1 Lord. Now God delay our rébellion ; as we are our- 
felves, what things are we ! 

2 Lord. Merely our own traitors ; and as, in the com- 
mon courfe of ail treafons, we ftill fee them reveal them- 
felves, till they attain to their abhorr'd ends ; fo he 
that in this action cont rives againft his own nobility, in 
his proper ftream o'erflows himfelf. 

1 Lord. Is it not meant damnable in us to be the 
t ru m peter s of our unlawful intents l we (hall, not then 
have his company to-night ? 

2 Lord. Not till after midnight ; for he is dieted to 
his hour. 

1 Lord. That approaches apace. I would gladly have 
him fee his company anatomiz'd, that he might take a 
meafure of his own judgment, wherein fo curioufly he 
had fet this counterfeit. 

2 Lord. We will not meddle with him till he corne; 
for his prcfence muft bethe whip^f the ôther. 
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1 Lord» In the mean time, what hear you of thefe 
wars ? 

2 Lord. I hear there is an overture of peace. 

1 Lord. Nay, I afïure you, a peace concluded. 

2 Lord. What will Count Roufillon do then ? will hc 
travel higher, or return again into France ? 

1 Lord. I perceive by this demand, you are not alto- 
gether of his council. 

2 Lord. Let it be forbid, Sir ! fo fhould I be a great 
deal of his aft. 

1 Lord. Sir, his wife fome two months fince fled from 
his houfe, her pretence is a pilgrimage to St Jaques le 
Grand ; which holy undertaking, with moft auftere 
fanâimony, ftie accompluVd ; and there refiding, the 
tendernefs of her nature became as a prey to her grief ; 
in fine, made a groan of her lait breath, and now me 
fings in heaven. 

2 Lord. How is this juftified ? 

1 Lord. The ftronger part of it by her own letters, 
which makes her ftory true, even to the point of her 
death ; her death itfelf (which could not be her office to 
fay, is corne) was faithfully confirm'd by the rector of 
the place. 

2 Lord. Hath the Count ail this intelligence ? 

1 Lord. Ay, and the particular confirmations, point 
from point, to the full arming of the verity. 

2 Lord. I am heartily forry that he'll be gladof this. 

1 Lord. How mightily fometimes we make us com- 
forts of our loffes ! 

2 Lord. And how mightily fome other times we drown 
our gain in tears ! the great dignity that his valour 
hath here acquired for him, {hall at home be encoun- 
ter'd with a fliame as ample. 

1 Lord. The- web of our life is of a mingled yarn, 
good and ill together : our virtues would be proud, if 
our faults whipp'd them not ; and our crimes would de- 
fpair, if they were not chernVd by our virtues. 

Enter a feryant. 

How now ? where's your mafter ? 

Ser. He met the Duke in the ftreet, Sir, of whom he 
hath taken a folemn ' leave : his Lordfhip will next 
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morning for France. The Duke hath ofFered him let- 
tcrs of commendations to the King. 

2 Lord. They fliall be no more than needful there, if 
they weremore than they can commend. 

SCENE IV. Enter Bertram. 

1 Lord. They cannot be too fweet for the King's 
tartnefs. Here's his Lordfhip now. How now, my 
Lord, is *t not aftcr midnight ? 

Ber. I have to-night diipatch'd fixteen bufinefTes, a 
month's length a-piece, by an abftracl: of fuccefs ; I 
have congied with the Duke, done my adieu with his 
neareft ; bnried a wife, mourn'd for her ; writ to my 
lady mother I am retuming ; entertained my convoy : 
and, between thefe main parcels of difpatch, effected 
many nicer needs : the lait was the greateft, but that I 
have not ended yet. 

2 Lord. If the bufinefs be of any difficulty, and this 
morning your departure hence, it requires halte to your 
Lordfhip. 

Ber. I mean, the bufinefs is not ended, as fearing 
to hear of it hereafter. But fliall we have this dialogue 
between the fool and the foldier ? Corne, bring forth this 
counterfeit medal ; h 'as deceiv'd me, Jike a double- 
jneaning prophefier. 

2 Lord. Bring him forth; h' as fat in the flocks ail 
night, poor gallant knave. 

Ber. No matter; his heels have deferv'd it, in u- 
furping his fpurs fo long. How does he carry himfelf ? 

1 Lord. I have told your Lordfhip already : the flocks 
carry him. But to anfwer you as you wouîd be under-^ 
ftood, he weeps like a wench that had fhsd her milk ; 
he hath confefsM himfelf to Morgan, whom he fuppofes 
to be a friar, from the time of his remembrance, co t-.is 
▼cry infiant difafter of his fettinrg i' th' flocks ; and 
what, think you, he hath confefs'd ? 

Ber. Nothing of me, lias he ? 

2 Lord. His confefiion is taken, and it mail ht read to 
his face : if your Lordfhip be in 't, as I believe vou are, 
you mufl have the patience to hear it. 
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S C E N E V. 
Enter Parolles, nuit h ht s Interpréter» 

Ber. A plague upon him, mufHed he can fay ûo* 
thing of me ; hu(h ! hufh ! 

i. Lord. Hoodman cornes : Portotartarojfa. 

Int. He calls for the tortures ; what will you fay 
without 'em ? 

Par. I will confefs what I know without conffcraint ; 
if ye pinch me like a pafty, I can fay no more. 

Int. Bofko chimurcho. 

2 Lord. Biblibindo chicurmurco. 

Int. You are a merciful General : our General bid» 
you anfwer to what I (hall afk you out of a note. 

Par. And truly, as 1 hope to4ive. 

Int. Firft demand of him how raany horfe the Duke 
is ilrong. What fay you to that ? 

Par. Five or fix thoufand, but very weak and unfer- 
viceable. The troops are ail fcatter'd, and the corn- 
manders very poor rogues, upon my réputation and 
crédit, and as I hope to live. 

Int. Shall I fet down your anfwer fo ? 

Par. Do ; I'U take the facrament on 't, how and 
which way you will : ail 's one to me. 
. Ber. What a paft-faving flave is this ! 

1 Lord. Y' aie deceiv'd, my Lord ; this is Monfieur 
Parolles, the gallant militarift, that was his own phrafe, 
that had the whole theory of war in the knot of his 
fearf, and the praélice in the chape of his dagger. 

2 Lord. I will never truft a rnan* again for keeping 
his fword clean ; nor believe he can have every thing 
ia him, by wearing his apparel neatly. 

Int. Well, that's fet down. 

Par. Five or fix thoufand horfe I (aid (I will fay 
true) or thereabouts, fet down, for Pli fpeak truth. 

i Lord. He's very near the truth in this. 

Ber. But I con liim no thanks for 't in the nature kç 
delivers it. 

Par. P-oor rognes, I pray you, fay. 

Jnf. Well, that's fer down. 
Vol. IIL F 
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Par. I humbly thank you, Sir : a truth 's a truth, 
the rogues are marvellous poor. 

Int. Demand of him of what flrength they arc afoot. 
What fay you to that ? 

Par. By my troth, Sir, if I were to live this prefent 
hour, I will tell trac Let me fee ; Spurio a hundred 
and fifty, Sebaftian fo many, Corambus £6 many, 
Jaques fo many ; Guiltian, Cofmo, Lodowick, and Gra- 
tii, two hundred and fifty each ; mine own company, 
Chitopher, Vaumond, Bentii, two hundred and fifty 
each : fo that the mufter-file, rotten and found, upon 
my life, amounts not to fifteen thoufand poil ; half of 
the which dare not (hake the fnow from off their caf- 
ibcks, left they fhake themfelves to pièces. 

Ber. What (hall be done to him ? 

i Lord. Nothing; but let him have thank s. De- 
mand of him my conditions, and what crédit I have 
with the Duke. 

Int. Well, that's fet down. You (hall demand of 
him, whether one Captain Dumain be i* th' camp, a 
Frenchman : what his réputation is with the Duke, 
what his ?alour, honefty, and expertnefs in war ; or 
whether he thinks it were not polfible with well-weigh- 
ing fums of gold to corrupt him to a revolt. What fay 
you to this ? what do you know of it ? 

Par. I befeech you, let me anfwer to the particular 
of the interrogatories. Demand them fingly. 

Int. Do you know this Captain Dumain ? 

Par. I know him ; he was a botcher's prentice in 
Paris, from whence he was whipp'd for getting the fhe- 
riff's fool with child; a dumb innocent, that could 
not fay him nay. 

Ber. Nay, by your leave, hold your hands ; though 
I know his brains are forfeit to the next tile that falls. 

Int. Well, is this Captain in the Duke of Florence'* 
camp ? 

Par. Upon my knowledge he is, and lowfy. 

i Lord. Nay, look not fo upon me, we (hall hear 
of your Lordfhip anon. 

Int. What is his réputation with the Duke ? 

Par. The Duke knows him for no other but a poor 
officer of mine ; and writ to me the other day, to tuin 
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him out o' th' band. I think I have his letter in my 
pocket. 

Int. Marry, we'll fearch. 

Par. In good fadnefs, I do not know ; either it is 
there, or it is upon the file with the Duke's other let- 
ters in my tent. 

Int. Here 'tis, here's a paper, (hall I read it to you ? 

Par. I do not know if it be it or no. 
•Ber. Our interpréter does it well. 

1 Lord. Excellently. 

Int. Dian, the Count V a fcroU and full of goîd. 

Par. That is not the Duke's letter, Sir ; that is an 
advertifement to a proper maid in Florence, one Diana, 
to take heed of the allurement of one Count Roufillon, 
a fooltfh idle boy ; but for ail that very ruttilh. I pray 
you, Sir, put it up again. 

Int. Nay, Pli read it firft by your favour. 

Par. My meaning in 't, I proteft, was very honeft in 
the behalf of the maid; for I knew the young Count 
to be a dangerous and lafeivious boy, who is a whale to 
virginity, and devours up ail the fry it finds. 

Btr. Damnable ! both fides rogue. 

Interpréter reads the letter. 

Wben be fwears oaths, bid him drop gold, and take it. 

jifter he feores, he never pays the feore : 
H a If tvon, is match <well ma de ; match », and ivell make it : 

He ne y er pays after debts, take it before. 
And fay, a foldier ( Dian) told thee this : 
Men are to mell ivith, boys are not to kifs. 
For 9 count of this 9 the Count' s a foof, /know it s 
Wbo pays before, but not ivhen he does onve it. 

Thine, as he vow'd to thee in thine ear, 

PâROL'L e s.' 

Ber. He mail be whipp'd through the army with this 
rhime in his forehead. 

2 Lord. This is your devoted friend, Sir; the mani- 
fold linguift, and the armipotent foldier. 

Ber. I could endure any thing before but a cat, aad 
ftow he's a cat to me. 

F a 
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Int. I perceive, Sir, by the General 's looks, we ftiall 
be fain tohang you. 

Par. My life, Sir, inanycafej not that I am afraid 
to die, but that my offences being many, I would re- 
pent out the remainder of nature. Let me live, Sir, in 
a dungeon, i* th' ftocks, any where, fo I may live. 

Int. We'll fee what may be done, fo you confefs 
freely ; therefore, once more, to this Captain Dumain : 
you have anfwer'd to his réputation with the Dtike, 
and to his valour. What is his honefty ? 

Par. He will fteal, Sir, an egg out of a cloifter ; 
' for râpes and raviftiments he parallels Neflus. He pro- 
fères no keeping of oaths; in breaking tjjem he is 
Uronger than Hercules. He will lye, Sir, with fuch vo- 
lubility, that you would think Truth were a fool : 
drunkennefs is his beft virtue, for he will be (wine- 
drunk ; and in his fleep he does little harm, fave to his 
bed-cloaths about him ; but they know his conditions, 
ftnd lay him in ftraw. I have but little more to fay, 
. Sir, of his honefty ; he has every thing that an honeft 
man fhould not have ; what an honeft man fhould have, 
tie has nothing. 

I Lord. I begin to love him for this. 
Ber. For this defcription of thine honefty ? a pox up- 
on him for me, he is more and more a cat. 

Int. What fày you to his expertnefs in war ? 
Par. Taith, Sir, h' as led the drum before the Eng- 
* lifh tragedians : to belye him, I will not ; and more ôf 
his foldierfhip I know not ; except in that country he 
had the honour to be the ofRcer at a place there called 
Mile-end y to inftrudt for the doubling of files. I would 
do the man what honour I can, but of this I am aot 
certain . 

1 Lord. He hath out-villain'd villany fo far, that the 
rarity redeems him. 

Ber. A pox on him, he's a cat ftill. 

Int. His qualities being at this poor price, I need 
not to afk you if gold will corrupt him to revolt. 

Par. Sir, for a quart-d'ecu, he will fell the fee-fim- 
ple of his falvation, the inheritance of it, and eut th' 
1 cntail from ail remainders, and a perpétuai fucceffio» 
for it perpetually. 
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Int. What 's his brother, the other Captain Dumain ? 
2 Lord. Why does he aik him of me ? 
Int. What 's he ? 

Par. E'en a crow o' th' famé neft ; not altogether fb 
,great as the firft in goodnefs, but greater a great deal 
in evil. He excels his brother for a coward, yet his 
bxother is reputed one of the beft that is„ In a retreat 
he outruns any lacquey ; marry, in eoming on he has 
the cramp. 

Int. If your life be faved, will you undertake to be- 
tray the Florentine ? 

Par. Ay, and the Captain of his Horfe, Count Rou> 
fillon. 

Int. Pli whifper with the General, and know his 
pleafuxe. 

Par. Pli no more drumming, a plague of ail dru m s ! 
Only to feem to deferve well, and to beguile the fup- 
pofîtion of that lafeivious young boy the Count, have I 
run into danger ; yet who would have fufpeéted an am- 
bufti where I was taken ? £JJîde„ 

Int. Theré is no remedy, Sir, but you muft die ; the 
General fays, you that have fo traiteroufly difoovered 
the fecrets of your army, and made fuch peftiferous re- 
ports of men very nobly held, can ferve the world for 
so honeft ufe ; therefore you muft die. Corne, headf- 
«jnan, ofF with his head. 

Par. O Lord, Sir, let me live, or let me fee my 
death. 

Int. That mail you, and take your leave of ail your 
friends. \Unhinding bim. 

So, look about you ; know you any here ? 
Ber. Good morrow, noble Captain. 
2 Lard. God biefs you, Captain Parolles. 

1 Lord. God fave you, noble Captain. 

2 Lord. Captain, what greeting will you to my Lord 
Lafeu ? I am for France. 

1 Lord. Good Captain, will you give me a copy of 
that famé fonnet you writ to Diana in behalf of the 
Count Roufillon ? if I were not a very coward, Pd 
compel it of you: but fare you well. \Exeunt. 

Int. You are undone, Captain, ail but your fearf j 
that has a knot on 't yet. 

F 3 
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Par. Who cannot be crufh'd with a plot ? 

Int. If you could find out a country where but wo- 
men were that had receiv'd fo much fhame, you might 
begin an impudent nation. Fare you well, Sir; I ara 
for France too, we fhall fpeak of you there. \JËxit* 

SCENE VI. 

Par. Tet ara I thankful : if my heart were grear, 
Twould burft at this. Captain, Fil be no more ; 
But I will eat and drink, and fleep as foft 
As Captain (hall. Simply the thing I am 
. Shall make me live : who knov/s himfelf a braggart, 
Let him fear this ; for it will come to pafs, 
That eyery braggart (hall be found an afs. 
Ruft, fword ! cool, blufhes ! and, Parolles, live 1 
Safeft in fhame ! being fool'd, by fool'ry thrive ; > 
There *s place and means for ev'ry man alive. j 
1*11 after them. [Ex/V. 

SCENE VII. 

Changes to the iv/donv's houfe at Florence* 
Enter Heîena, Widow, and Diana. 

Hel. That you may well perceiye I have not wrong'd 
One of the greateft in the Chriftian world [j^h 
Shall be my furety ; 'fore whofe throne 'tis needful, 
Ere I can perfect mine intefits, to kneel. 
Time was I did him a defired office 
JDear almofl as his life ; which gratitude 
Through flinty Tartar's bofom would peep forth, 
And anfwer thaaks. I duly am inform'd, 
His Grâce is at Marfeilles, to which place 
We have convenient convoy ; you muft know, 
1 am fuppofed dead ; the army breaking, 
My hufband hies him home ; where, Heaven aiding, 
And by the leave of my good Lord the King, 
We '11 be before our welcome. 

Wid. Gentle Madam, 
You never had a fervant, to whofe truft 
Your bufinefs was more welcome. 

MsL Nor you, Miflrefs, 
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Ever a friend, whofe thoughts more truly labour 
To recompenfe your love : doubt not, but Heav'n 
Hath brought me up to be your daughter's dower, 
As it hath fated her to be my motive *, 
And helper to a hufband. But, O ftrange men ! 
That can fuch fweet ufe make of what they hate, 
When fancy, trufting of the cozen'd thoughts, 
Défiles the pitchy night ; fo luft doth play 
With what it lothes, for that which 19 away. 
But more of this hereafter. You, Diana, 
^Under my poor inftru<ftions), yet rauft fuffer 
Something in my behalf. 

Dia. Let death and honefly 
Go with your impofitions, I am your ? s 
Upon your will to fuffer. 

Hel. Yet I pray you : } 
But with the word the time will bring on fummer, 
When briars fhall have leaves as well as thorns, 
'And be as fweet as fharp : we muft away, 
Our waggon is prepar'd, and time revyes us ; 
AIVs ivell that ends ive/l ; ftili the fine 's the crown ; 
Whate'er the courfe, the end is the renown. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VIII. Changes to Roufillon in France. 
Enter Countefs, Lafeu, and Clown. 

Lof. No, no, no ; your fon was mifled with a fnip'd* 
taffata fellow there, whofe*villainous faffron would have 
roade ail the unbak'd and dowy youth of a nation in his 
colourf . Your daughter-in-law had been alive at this 
hour ; and your fon hère at home, more advantaged by 
the King, than by that red-taiTd. hnmble-bee I fpeak of. 

Cou fit. I would I had not known him ! It was the 
death of the raoft virtuous gendewoman that ever na- 
ture had praife for creating; if. Ihe had partaken of my 
flefh, and coft me the deareft groans of a mother, I 
could not have owed her a more rooted love. 

La/. 'Twas a good lady, 'twas a good lady.* Wc 

* Motive for ajftjlant. 

f Alluding to two falhions then in vogue ; onc of ufing yelloxfr 
âarch for their mffs and bands, the other ojf wlouripg paite with 
feffrou. 



Digitized by G00gle 



4SS AWs nueîî that ends weil. Aft it. 

may pick a thoufand fallets ère we light on fudi another 
herb. 

Clo, Indeed, Sir, (he was the fweet roarjoram of the 
fallet, or rather the herb of grâce. 

Laf Tbey are not fallet-herbs, you knave, they arc 
nofe-herbs. 

Clo. I am no great Nebuchadnezzar, Sir; I hâve 
not much fkill in grafs. 

Laf Whether doit thou profefs thyfelf a knave or 
a fool? 

Clo. A fool, Sir, at a woman's fervice; and a knave, 
at a man's. 

Laf. Your diftinclion ? 

Clo. I would çozen the man of his wife, and do h'm 
fer vice.* 

Laf. So you were a knave at his fervice, indeed. 
Clo. And I would give his wife my folly, Sir, to do 
her fervice. 

Laf. I will fubfcribe for thee, thou art both ktiave 
and fool. 

Clo. At your fervice. 
Laf. No, no, no. 

Clo. Why, Sir, if I cannot ferve you, I can ferve a» 
agréât a prince as you are. 

Laf Who 's that, a Frenchman ? 

Clo. Taith, Sir, he has an Englifh name; but his 
jihifnomy is more honour'd in France than there *. 

Laf What prince is thar? 

Clo. The black prince, Sir, alias the prince of dark- 
nefs, alias the devil. 

Laf Hold thee, there 's my purfej I give thee not 
thîs to feduce thee froih thy mafter thou taik'ft of, ferve 
àim ftill. 

Clo. Fm a woodland fellow, Sir, that always Iov'd a 
great fire, and the mafter I fneak of ever keeps a good 
£rev but, fùre, he is the pnnee of the worid, Jet hi$ 
nobility femaîn in*s court. I am for the houfe with the 
narra w. gâte, wbich I take to bé too littie for pomp to 
enter : fome, that humble themfelves, may ; but the 
jnany will be too chill and tender, and they '11 be for *hc 

* AUuding to the 4*rk«r confierions of the £>e»d*. 
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flow'ry way that leads to the broad gâte, and the great 
fire. 

Laf. Go thy way s, I begin to be a weary of thee, 
and I tell thee fo before, becaufe I would not fall 
out with thee. Go thy ways, let my horfes be well 
Jooked to, without any tricks. 

Clo. If I put any tricks upon 'em, they (hall be jade** 
tricks, which are their own right by the law of nature. 

lExit. 

Laf A fhrewd knave, and an unhappy. 

Count. So he is. My Lord, that 's gone, made hira- 
lêlf much fport out of him ; by his authority he remains 
hère, which he thinks is a patent for his faucinefs ; and 
îndeed he has no pace, but runs where he will. 

Laf. I like him well, 'tis not amifs ; and I was a- 
bout to tell y ou, fince I heard of the good lad y 's 
death, and that my Lord your fon was upon his return 
home, I moved the King my mafter to fpeak in the 
behalf of my daughter; which, in the minority of them 
both, his Majefty, out of a félf-gracious rëmembrance, 
did.firft propofe. His Highnefs hath promifed me to do 
it ; and to ftop up the difpleafure he hâth conceived a- 
gainft your fon, there is no fitter matter. How 6jûl , 8 
."your Ladyfhip like it ? 

Count. With very much content, my Lord, and I wifli 
it happily effe&ed. 

Laf. His Highnefs cornes pofl from Marfeilles, of as 
able a body as when he number'd thirty ; he will be 
hère to-morrow, or I am deceiv'd by him that in fuch 
intelligence hath feldom fail'd. 

Count. It rejoices me, that hope, that I (hall fee him 
ère I die. I have letters, that my fon will be hère to- 
night : I (hall befeech your Lordfhip to remain with me 
lill they meet together. 

Laf. Madam, I was thinking with what manners I 
migbt fafeiy be admitted. 

Count. You need but plead your honourable privi- 
lège. 

Laf. Lady, of that I have made a bold charter; 
. but I thank my God it holds y et. 
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Enter Clown. 

Clo. O Madam ! yonder 's my Lord, your fon, with 
a patch of velvet on 's face ; whether there be a fcar uii- 
dcr 't, or no, the velvet knows, but 'tis a goodly patch 
of velvet ; his left cheek is a cheek of two pile and a 
half, but his right cheek is worn bare. 

Count. A fcar nobly got, of a noble fcar, is a good 
Jivery of honour. So belike is that. 

Clo. But it is your carbinado'd face *. 

La/. Let us go fee your fon, I pray you : I long to 
talk with the young noble foldier. 

Clo. Taith, there 's a dozen of 'em with délicate fine 
hats and moft courteous feathers, which bow the head, 
and nod at cvery man. \Exeunt. 

A C T V. S Ç E N È I. 

The court of France , at Marfeifles. 

Enter Helena, Widow, and Diana, nvith t<wo attendant*. 

HeL T"> UT this exceeding pofting day and night 

J3 Muft wear your fpirits low ; we cannot help fr. 
But (ince you 've îuade the daye and nights as one, 
To wear your gentle limbs in my afFairs ; 
Be bold, you do fo grow in >my requital, 
As nothing can unroot you. In happy time, 

Enter a Gentleman. 

This man may help me to his Majefry's ear, 
If he would fpend his power. God fave you, Sir. 
G en t. And you. 

HeL Sir, I have feen you in the court of France, 

G en t. I have been fometimes there. 

HeL I do prefume, Sir, that you are not fallen 
From the report that goes upon your goodnefs ; 
And therefore, goaded with molî fharp occafions 
Which lay nice manners by, I put you to 

* The joke, fuch as it fc, confifts in the allufion to a wound'matie 
with a carabine; arms which Henry IV. had made famous, by 
bringing into ufe amongft his horfe. Mr Warburton. 
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The ufe of your own virtues, for the which 
I fhall continue thankful. 

Gent. What 's your will ? 
Hel. That it will pleafe you 
To give this poor pétition to the King ; 
And aid me with that flore of power you have, 
To corne into his prefence. 

Gent. The King 's not here. 

Hel. Not here, Sir ? 

Gent. Not, indeed. 
He hence remov'd laft night, and with more hafte 
Than is his ufe. 

Wid. Lord, how we lofe our pains ! 

Hel. AU 7 s ivell that ends ivell yet, 
Tho' time feem fo adverfe, and means unfît. 
I do befeech you, whither is he gone ? 

Gent. Marry, as I take it, to Roufillon, 
Whither l 'm going. 

Hel. I befeech you, Sir, 
Since you are like to fee the King before me, 
Commend this paper to his gracious hand ; 
Which, I prefume, fhall render you no blâme, 
But rather make you thank your pains for it. 
I will corne after you with what good fpeed 
Our means will make us means. 

Cent. This I'Jl do for you. 

Hel. And you fhall find yourfelf to be well thank'd, 
Whate'er falls more. We muft to horfe again. 
G°> go, provide. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IL Changes to Rouftllon. 
Enter Clown and Parolles. 

Par. Good Mr Levatch, give my Lord Lafeu this 
letter ; I have ère now, Sir, been bette r known to you, 
when I have held familiarity with frefher cloaths ; but 
I am now, Sir, muddied in Fortune' s moat, and froell 
fomewhat ftrong of her ftrong difpleafure. 

Ch. Truly, Fortune's difpleafure is but fluttiflv, if it 
fmell fo ftrongly as thou fpeak'ft of : I will henceforth 
eat no ûûx of Fortune's butt'ring. Pr'ythee, allow the 
wind. 
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Par. Nay, you need not to ftop your nofe, Sir ; I 
fpake but by a metaphor. 

. Clo. Indeed, Sir, if your metaphor ftink, 1 will ftop 
my nofe againft any man's metaphor. Pr'ythee, get 
thee further. 

Par. Pcay you, Sir, deliver me this paper. 

Clo. Foh ! pr'ythee, ftand away; a paper from For- 
tune's clofe-ftool, to give to a Nobleman ! lpok, ber» 
he cornes himfelf. 

Enter Lafeu. 

Here is a pur of Fortune's, Sir, or Fortune's cat, (but 
not a mu(k-cat), thathath fajl'n into the unclean fifh- 
pond of her difpleafure, and, as he fays, is muddied 
withal. Pray you, Sir, ufe the carp as you may ; for 
he looks like a poor, decayed, ingénions,, foolifh, ra- 
fcally knave. I do pity his diilrefs in my fimilies of 
comfort, and leave htm to your Lordfhip. 

Par. My Lord, I am a man whom Fortune hath cruelly 
feratch'd. 

Laf. And what would you have me to do ! 'tis too 
late to pare her nails now. Wherein have you play'd 
the knave with Fortune, that me fhould feratch you, who 
of herfelf is a good lady, and would not have knaves 
thrive long under her ? there's a quart- J'ecu for you : 
let the juftices raake you and Fortune friends ; I am for 
©ther bufinefs. 

Par, I befeech your Honour to hear me one fîngle 
word. 

Laf. You beg a fîngle penny more : corne, you fhall 
ha't, fave your word . _> . 

Par. My nams, my good Lord, is Parolles. 

Laf. You beg more than one word then. Cox' my 
paflion ! give me your hand : how does your drum ? 

Par. O my good Lord, you were the firft that found 
me. 

Laf. Was I, in footh ? and I was the firft that loft 
thee. 

Par. It lies in you, my Lord, to bring me in fome 
gfrace, for you did bring me ou t. 
' Laf. Out upon thee, knave 1 doft thou put upon me 
at once both the office of God and the de vil ? xwc 
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brings thee in grâce, and the other brings thee out. 
[Sound trumpets.'] The King 's coming, I know, by his 
trumpets. Sirrah, inquire further after me, 1 had tal.'c 
of you laft night ; tho' you are a fool and a knave, you 
ihalJ eat ; go to, follow. 

Par. I praife God for you. \Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 

Flourijh. Enter King, Countefs, Lafeu, tke t<wo Frencb 
Lords y ivith attendants. 

King. We loft a jewel of her, our efteem * 
Was made much poorer by it ; but your fon, 
As mad in folly, lack'd the fenfe to know 
Her eftimation home. 

Count. 'Tis paft, my Liège ; 
" And I befeech your Majefty to make it 
Natural rébellion, done i' th.' blaze of youth, 
When oil and lire, too ftrong for reafon's force, 
O'erbears it, and burns on. 

King. My honour'd Lady, 
I have forgiven and forgotten ail ; 
Tho' my revenges were high bent upon him, 
And watch'd the time to (hoot. 

La/. This I muft fay, 
But firft I beg my pardon; the young Lord 
Did to his Majefty, his mother, and his lady, 
OfFence of mighty note ; but to himfeif 
The greateft wrong of ail., He loft a wife, 
Whofe beauty did aftonifh the furvey 
Of richeft eyes ; * whofe words ail ears took captive ; 
Whofe dear perfection, hearts that fcorn'd to ferve, 
Humbly call'd Miftrefs. 

King. Praifing what is loft, 

Makes the remembrance dear. Well « call him 

hither ; 

We're reconcil'd, and the firft view fhall kill 
AU répétition : let him not afk our pardon. 
The nature of his great offence is dead, 
And deeper than oblivion we do bury 

* Efteem is herc uied for eftimation % in the fenfc oîivorih, ejiffu 

Y oh. IIL G 
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Th* incenfing relies of it. Let him approach, 
A ftranger, no ofFender ; and inform him, 
So 'tis our will he ftiould. 

Cent. I fhall, my Liège. [£x/7. 

King. What fays he to your daughter ? Have y ou 
fpoke ? 

La/. Ail that he is, hath référence to your Highnefs. 
King. Then fhall we have a match. I have letters 
fent me, 
That fet him high in famé. 

SCENE IV. Enter Bertram. 

La/ He looks well on 't. 

King. I'm not a day of feafon, 
For thou may'ft fee a fun-fhine and a hail 
In me at once ; but to the brighteft beams 
Diftracted clouds give way ; fo ftand thou forth, 
The time is fair again. 

Ber. My high-repented blâmes, 
Dear Sovereign, pardon to me. 

King. Ail is whole, 
Not one word more of the confumed time, 
Let 's take the inllant by the forward top ; 
For we are old, and on our quick'jft decrees 
Th' inaudible and noifelefs foot of time 
Steals, ère we can efFect thera. You remember 
The daughter of this Lord ? 

Ber. Admiringly, my Liège. At firft 
I ftuck my choice upon her, ère my heart 
Durft make too bold a herald of my tongue : 
Where the impreffion of mine eye infixing, 
Contempt his fcornful perfpective did lend me, 
Which warp'd the line of every other favour ; 
Scorch'd a fair colour, or exprefs'd it ilol'n ; 
Extended or contraded ail proportions 
To a moft hideous object : thence it came, 
That fhe whom ail men prais'd, and whom myfelf, 
Since 1 have loft, have lov'd, was in mine eye 
The duft that did offend it. 

King. Well excus'd : 
That thou do'ft love her, ftrikes fome feores away 
From the great 'cempt ; but love that cornes too late, 
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Like a remorfeful pardon flowly cartied^ 
To the great fender turns a four ofFence, 
Crying, that's good that's gone : our rafli faults 
Make trivial priée of ferious things we have, 
Not knowing them until we know their grave. 
Oft our difpleafures, to ourfelves unjufl, 
Deftroy our friends, and, after, weep their duft ; 
Our own love waking cries to fee what's done, 
While (hameful hate fleeps out the afternoon. 
Be this fweet Helen 's knell ; and now forget lier. 
Send forth your amorous token for fair Maudlio, 
The main conlents are had, and here we '11 ftay 
To fee our widower's fécond marriage-day : 

Count. Which better than the firft, O dear Heav'n 
Or, ère they meet, in me, O Nature, ceafe ! [biefs, 

Laf. Corne on, my fon, in whom my houfe's name 
Muft be digefted : give a favour from you 
To fparkle in the fpirits of my daughter, 
That me may quickly come. By my old beard, 

[Bertram gives a ring. 
And every hair that 's on 't, Helen, that 's dead, 
Was a fweet créature : fuch a ring as this, 
The laft time e'er Aie took her leave at court, 
I faw upon her finger. 
Ber. Her's it was not. 

King. Now, pray you, let me fee it : for mine eye, 
While I was fpeaking, oft was faften'd to 't. 
This ring was mine ; and, when I gave it Helen, 
I bade her, if her fortunes ever ftood 
Neceffitied to help, that by this token 
I would relieve her. Had you that craft to rcare her 
Of what fhould ftead her raoft ? 

Ber. My gracious "Sovereign, 
Howe'er it pleafes you to take it fo, 
The ring was never her's. 

Count. Son, on my life, 
Pve feen her wear it, and fhe reckon*d it 
At her life's rate. 

Laf. Vm fure I faw her wear it. 

Ber. You are deceiv'd, my Lord, me never faw it. 
In Florence was it from a cafement thrown me, 
Wrapp'd in a paper, which contain'd the name 
G 2 
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Of her that threw it. Noble me was, and thought 
I ftood engag'd ; but when I had fubfcrib'd 
To mine own fortune, and inform'd her fully, 
I could not anfwer in that courfe of honour 
As fhe had made the overture, me ceas'd 
In heavy fatisfacïion, and would never 
Receive the ring again. 

King. Plutus himfelf, 
That knows the tinct and multiplying medicine, 
Hath not in nature's myftery more fcience, 
Than I have in this ring. 'Twas mine, 'twas Helen's, 
Whoever gave it you : then if y ou know, 
That you are well acquaînted with yourfelf, 
Confefs 'twas her's, and by what rough inforcement 
You got it from her. She call'd the faints to furety, 
That me would never put it from her finger, 
Unlefs fhe gare it to yourfelf in bed, 
(Where you have never corne), or fent it us 
Upon her great difafter. 

£er. She never faw it. 

King. Thou fpeak'fï it falfely, as I love mine ho» 

nour ; 

And mak'ft conjecYral fears to corne into me, 
Which I would fain mut out. If it fhould prove 
That thou art fo inhuman — 'twill not prove fb — 
And yet I know not — thou didft hate her deadly, 
And me is dead ; which nothing, but to clofe 
Her eyes myfelf, could win me to believe, 
More than to fee this ring. Take hini away. 

\Guards feize Bertramv 
My forepaft proofs, howe'er the matter fall, 
Shall tax my fears of little vanity, 
Having vainly fear'd too littJe. Away with him, 
We '11 fift this matter further. 

Ber. If you fhall prove 
This ring was ever her's, you fhall as eafy 
Prove that I hufbanded her bed in Florence, 
Where yet fhe never was. \_Exit Bertram gnardcd. 

SCENE V. Enter a Gentleman. 

King. Vm wrapp'd in difmal thinkings. 
G eut. Gracious Sovereign^ 
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WhetherPve been to blâme or no, I know not : 

Here's a pétition from a Florentine, 

Who hath fome four or five removes come ftiort 

To tender it herfelf. I undertook it, 

VanquiuVd thereto by the fair grâce and fpeech 

Of the poor fuppliant, who by this, I know, 

Is here attending : her bulinefs looks in her 

With an importing vifage ; and fhe told me, 

In a fweet verbal brief, it did concern 

Your Highnefs with herfelf. 

The JCing reads a letter. 

Upon h/s many protejiations to marry vie, nvhen ht s ivife 
ivas dead, I blujh to fay it> he <won me, Nonv is the 
Count Roujillon a ivido*wer, his voius are forfeited to 
me, and my honour's paid to him. H e fiole from f /ca- 
rence, taking no leave, and I folloiu him to this coun- 
try for jujiiee : grant it me, King, in y ou it beji lies' 9 
otker<wife a feducer flourijhes, and a poor maid is un- 
donc 

Diana Capulet. 

Laf I will buy me a fon-in-law in a fair, and toll 
for him : for this, Pli none of him. 

King. The heavens have thought well on thee, La- 
feu, 

To bring forth this difcovVy. Seek thefe fuitors : 
Go fpeedily, and bring again the Count. 

Enter Bertram. 
I am afraid the life of Helen (Lady) 
"Was foully fnatch'd. 

Count. Now juftice on the doers ! 
King. I wonder, Sir, wives are fo monftrous to 
you, 

And that you fly them as you fwear to them ; 
Yet you defîre to wed. What woman's that ? 

Enter Widow, and Diana. 

Dia. I am, my Lord, a wretched Florentine, 
Derived from the ancieot Capulet ; 
My fuit, as I do underfland, you know, 
And therefore kaow how far I may be pitied. 
G 3 
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iVid. I am her mother, Sir, whofe âge and banour 
Both fufFer under this complaint we bring, 
And both fliali ceafe without your remedy. 

King. Corne hither, Count ? do you know thefe 
women ? 

Ber. My Lord, I neither can nor will deny 
But that I know them ; do they charge me further ? 

Dia. Why do you look fb fïrange upon your wife l 

Ber. She 's none of mine, my Lord. 

Dia. If you mail marry, 
You give away this hand, and that is mine ; 
You give away heavVs vows, and thofe are mine • 
You give away myfelf, which is known mine ; 
For I by vow am fo embodied your's* 
That (lie which marnes you> muft marry me, 
Either both or none. 

Laf. Your réputation cornes too mort for mydaugh- 
1er, you are no hufband for her. [To Bertram. 

Ber. My Lord, this is a fond and defp'rate créature, 
Whom fometime I have laugh'd with : Iet your Higb- 
nefs 

Lay a more noble thought upon mine honoiny 
Than for to think that I would fink it here. 

King. Sir, for my thoughts,. you have them ilî ta 
friend» 

Till your deeds gain them : fairer prove your hoaour> 
Than in my thought it lies î 

Dia. Good my Lord» 
Afk him upon his oath, if he does think 
He had not my virginity. 

King. What fay'ft thou to her ï 

Ber. She 's impudent, my Lord ; 
And was a common gamefter to the camp. 

Dia. He does me wrong, my Lord ; if I werc fo> 
He might have bought me at a common price. 
Do not believe him. O, behold this ring r 
Whofe high refpedt and rich validity 
Did lack a parallel : yet for ail that^ 
He gave it to a commoner o' th* camp* 
If I be one. 

Count. He blufhes, and 'tis his ; 
Of fix preceding anceftors, that gen» 
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Conferr'd by teftament to th' fequent ilTue, 
Hath it been ow'd and worb, This is his wife, 
That ring 's a thoufand proofs. 

King. Methought y ou laid ^ 
You faw one here in court could witnefs it. 

Dia. I did, my Lord, but loth am to produce 
So bad an infiniment ; his name 's Parolles. 

Laf. I faw the man to-day, if man he be. 

King. Find him, and bring him hither. 

Ber. What of him ? 
He 's quoted for a raoft perfîdious flave, 
With ail the fpots o'th' world tax*d and debouVd, 
Which nature fickens with : but to fpeak truth, 
Am I or that or this, for what he '11 utter,, 
That will fpeak any thing ? 

King. She hath that ring of your's. 

Ber. I think fhe has ; certain it is I lik'd her. 
And boarded her i' th' wanton way of youth. 
She knew her diftance, and did angle for me» 
Madding my eagernefs with her reftraint j 
As ail impediments in fancy's courfe 
Are motives of more fancy : and, in fine* 
Her infuit coming with her modem grâce, 
Subdu'd me to her rate : fhe got the ring j 
And I had that, which any inferior might 
At raarket-price h ave bought. 

Dia. I muft be patient : 
You that turn'd off a firft fo noble wife, 
May juftly diet me*. I pray you yet, 
(Since you lack virtue, I will lofe a hufbandj,. 
Send for your ring* I will return it home, 
And give me mine again. 

Ber. I have it not. 

King. What ring was your's, T pray you r* 
Dia. Sir, much like the famé upoa your finger. 
King. Know you this ring ? this ring was his of latc 
Dia. And this was it I gave him, being a-bed. 
King. The ftory then goes falfe> you threw it hinu 
Out of a cafement. 

Dia. I have fpoke the truth. 

* i. e. ufe me hirfhly A phrafe taken from the fevere methodf 
taken in çuring the vencrc&l diforder* 
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SCENE VI. Enter Parolles. 
Ber. My Lord, I do confefs the ring was her 's. 
King. You ^oggle fhrewdly, every feather ftarts 

you ! 

Is this the man you fpeak of ? 
Dia. It is, my Lord. 

King, Tell me, firrah, but tell me true, I charge 
you, 

Not fearing the difpleafure of your mafter, 

Which on your juft proceeding I '11 keep ofF; 

By him and by this woman here, what know you ? 

Par. So pleafe yourMajefty, my mafter hath been an 
honourable Gentleman. Tricks he hath had in him, 
which Gentlemen have. 

King. Corne, come, to the purpofe; did he love 
this woman ? 

Par. Taith, Sir, he did love her \ but how ? 

King. How, I pray you ? 

Par. He did love her, Sir, as a Gentleman loves a 
woman. 

King. Howis that ? 

Par. He lov'd her, Sir, and lov'd her not. 

King. As thou art a knave, and no knave ; what an 
equivocal companion is this ? 

Par. I am a poor man, and at your Majefty's com- 
mand. 

Laf. He's a good drum, my Lord, but a naughty 
orator. 

Dia. Do you know he promis'd me marriage ? 

Par, Taith, I know more than I '11 fpeak. 

King. But wilt thou not fpeak ail thou know'ft ? , 

Par. Yes, fo pleafe your Majefty. I did go between 
them, as I faid : but more than that, he lov'd her ; 
for indeed he was mad for her, and talk'd of Satan, 
and of limbo, and of furies, and I know not what; 
y et I was in that crédit with them at that time, that I 
knew of their going to bed, and of other motions, as 
promifing her marriage, and things that would derite 
me ill-will to fpeak of ; therefore I will not fpeak what 
I know. 

King. Thou haft fpoken ail already, unlefs thou cao/ft 
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fay they are married: but thou art too fine în thy évi- 
dence ; therefore ftand afide. This ring, you fay, was 
your 's ? 

Dia. Ay, my good Lord, 

King. Where did you buy it ? or who gave it you ? 

Dia. It was not given me, nor did I buy it. 

King. Who lent it you ? 

Dia. It was not lent me neither. 

King. Where did you find it then ? 

Dia. I found it not. 

King. If it were your's by none of ail thefe ways, 
How could you give it him ? 
Dia. I never gave it him. 

Laf. This woman's an eafy glove, my Lord, flic 
goes off and on at pleafure. 

King. This ring was mine, I gave it his firft wife. 

Dia* It might be your's, or her's, for aught I know. 

King, Take her away, I do not like her now ; 
To prifon with her : and away with him . 
Unlefs thou tell'ft me where thou hadft this ring, 
Thou dieft within this hour. 

Dia. I '11 never tell you, 

King. Take her away. 

Dia . I '11 put in bail, my Liège. 

King. I think thee now fome coramon euftomer, 

Dia. By Jove, if ever I knew man, 'twas you. 

King. Wherefore haft thou accus'd him ail this 
while ? 

Dia, Becaufe he's guilty, and he is not guilty; 
He knows I am no maid, and he '11 fwear to 't ; 
1*11 fwear I am a maid, and he knows not. 
Gteat King, I am no ftrumpet, by my life ; 
I'm either maid, or elfe this old man's wife. 

\Pointing to Laf eu. 
King. She does abufe our ears ; to prifon with her. 
Dia. Good mother, fetch my bail. Stay, Royal Sir. 

[Exit Widow, 
The jeweller that owes the ring îs fent for, 
And he mail furety me. But for this Lord, 

[To Bertram. 
Who hath abus'd me, as he knows himfelf, 
Though yet he never harm'd me, hexe I quit him. 
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He knows himfelf my bed he hath defiFd, 
And at that time he got his wife with child ; 
Dead though me be; me feels her young one kick : 
So there 's my riddle ; one that 's dead, is quick. 
And now behold the raeaning. 

Enter Helena, and Widow. 

King. Is there no exorcift 
Beguiles the truer office of mine eyes l 
Is 't real that I fee ? 

HeL No, my good Lord, 
'Tis but a ftiadow of a wife you fee ; 
The narae, and not the thing. 

Ber. Both, both ; oh, pardon ! 

HeL Oh, my good Lord, when I was like this maid, 
I found you wondrous kind ; there is your ring, 
And look you, here 's your letter. This it fays, 
When from my finger you can get this ring, 
And are by me nuit h child, &c. This is donc 
Will you be mine, now you are doubly won ? 

Ber. If fhe, my Liège, can make me know this 
I '11 love her dearly, ever, ever dearly. [clearly, 

Hel. If it appear not plain, and prove untrue, 
Deadly divorce ftep between me and you ! 
O my dear mother, do I fee you living ? 

[To the Countef». 

La/. Mine eyes fmell onions, I fhall weep anon : 
Good Tom Drum, lend me a hankerchief, 

[To Parolles. 

So, I thank thee, wait on me home. I '11 make fport 
with thee : let thy courtefies alone, they are fcurvy ones. 

King. Let us from point to point this ftory know, 
To make the even truth in pleafure flow : 
~ If thou beeft yet a frefti uncropped flower, 

[To Diana. 

Chufe thou thy hufband, and I *11 pay thy dower ; 

For I can guefs, that, by thy honeft aid, 

Thou kept'ft a wife herfelf, thyfelf a maid. 

Of that and ail the progrefs, more and lefs, 

Refolvedly more leiiure mail exprefs : 

Ail yet feems well ; and if it end fo meet, 

The bitter pair,, more welcome is the fwect. [Exeunt. 
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EPILOGUE, 
Spoken by the K I N G. 

The King 9 s a beggar, nonv the play is done : 
Ail is well cnded, if this fuit be <won, 
That you exprefs content ; * ivhich <we nvill pay, 
With flrife to p/eafe you, day exceeding day ; 
Our'j be your patience then, and your's our parts ; 
Xêur gentle hands /end us, and takç our hearts. 
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or, What you will. 

4> + * * 4» * + * * * * 4k * 4» * 4» * * * *■ * * 4- * ♦ ♦ 
DRAMATIS PERSON^S. 



Orsîno, D«ik 0/ Illyria. 
Sebaftian, ayoung Gentleman, bro- 

ther to Viola. 
Antonio, a fea-captatn, friend to 

Scbajlian. 
Valcntinc, £ Gentlemen attending 
Curio, S on the Duke. 
Sir Toby Bclch, uncle to Olivia. 
Sir Andrew Aguc-chcck, a foolijb 

knight, pretending to Olivia. 
A fea-captain, friend to Viola. 



Fabian, fervant to Olivia. 
Malvolio, a fantajiical Jieward to 

Olivia. 
Clown, fervant to Olivia. 

Olivia, a lady of great beauty and 

firtune, bclov'd by the Duke. 
Viola, in love witb the Duke. 
Maria, Olivia* s ivomatu 

Priefts, Sailors, Officers, and otber 
Attendants. 



SCENE, a city on tbe coaft of Illyria. 

4••4►**♦4►4►4^4^4^***♦*^î►4'■*^*'■*■^*►■*♦■ * ♦ 

A C T I. S CENE I. 

The palace. 
Enter the Duke, Curio, and Lords. 

Duke." T"F mufic be the food of lpve, play on ; 
" I Give me excefs of it ; that, furféiting 
€t JL The appetite, love may ficken, and fo die. 

" That ftrain again ; — it had a dying fall : 

" O, it came o'er my ear, like the fweet fouth, 

" That breathes upon a bank of violets, 

" Stealing, and giving odour. Enough ! — no more ; 

'Tis not fo fweet now, as it was before. 

O fpirit of love, how quick and frefli art thou ! 

That, notwithftanding thy capacity 

Receiveth as the fea, nought enters there, 

Of what validity and pitch foe'er, 

But falls into abatement and low price, 

Even in a minute ; fo full of fliapes in fancy, 

That it alone is hight fantaftical. 



"V. 
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Cur. Will you go hunt, my Lord ? 
Duke. AVhat, Curio ? 
Cur. The hart. 

Duke. Why, fo I do, the nobleft that I have. 
0, when my eyes did fee Olivia firft, 
Methought fhe purg'd the air of peftilence; 
That inftant was I turn'd into a hart, 
And my délires, like fell and cruel hounds, 
E er fince purfue me. How now, what news from her î 
Enter Valentine. 

V ai. So pleafe my Lord, I might not be admitted, 
But from her handmaid do return this anfwer. 
The élément itfelf, till feven years hence, 
Shall not behold her face at ample view ; 
But, like a cloiftrefs, me will veiled walk, 
And water once a-day her chamber round 
With eye-offending brine ; ail this to feafon 
A brother's dead love, which me would keep frefti 
And lafting in her fad remembrance. 

Duke. O ! me that hath a heart of that fine frame, 
To pay this debt of love but to a brother, 
How will fhe love, when the rich golden fhaft 
Hath kuTd the flock of ail affections elfe 
That live in her ? when liver, brain, and heart, 
Three fov'reign thrones, are ail fupply'd, and filPd, 
(0 fweet perfe&ion !), with one felf-fame King ! 
Away before me to fweet beds of flowers ; 
Love-thoughts lie rich, when canopy'd with bowers. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE II. Tbejîreet. 
Enter Viola, a Captain, and failors. 

Vio. What epuntry, friends, is this ! 
Cap. Illyria, Lad y. 
Vio. And what fhould I do in Illyria? 
My brother he is in ElyCum. — 

Perchance he is not drown'd; what thînk you, failors !' ' 
Cap. It is perchance that you yourfelf were fav'd. 
Vio. O my poor brother ! fo perchance may he be. 
Cgp. True, Madam : and to comfort you with chance 
Vol. III. H 



Digitized by G00gle 



9& Twlfth Nighi\ or, A& r. 

Aflure yourfelf, after our fhip did fplit, 

When you, and that poor nuraber fav'd with you, 

Hung on our driving boat ; 1 faw your brother, 

Moft provident in péril, bind himfelf 

(Courage and hope both teaching him the pra&icé) 

To a ftrong maft, that liv'd upon the fea ; 

Where, like Arion on the dolphin's back, 

ï faw him hold acquaintance with the waves, 

So lopg as I could fee. 

Vio. For faying fo, there's gold. 
Mine own efcape unfoldeth to my hope, 
Whereto thy fpeech ferves for authority, 
The like of him. Know'ft thou this country ? 

Cap. Ay, Madam, well ; for I was bred and bora 
Not three hours travel from this very place. 

Vio. Who governs here! 

Cap. A noble Duke in nature, as in name. 

Vio. What is his name ? 

Cap. Orjino. 

Vio. Orjino î I have heard my father name him : 
He was a bachelor then. 

Cap. And fo is now, or was fo very late : 
For but a month ago I went from hence, 
And then 'twas frefti in murmur (as you know, 
"What great ones do, the lefs will prattle of) 
That he did feek the love of fair Olivia. 

Vio. What 's ihe? 

Cap. A virtuous maid, the daughter of a Count, 
That 'dy'd fome twelvemonths fince, then leaving her 
In the protection of his fon, her brother, 
Who fhortly alfo dy'd ; for whofe dear love, 
They fay, ihe hath abjur'd the fight 
And company of men. 

Vio. O that I ferv'd that lady, 
And might not be deliver'd to the world, 
Till I had made mine own occafion mellow, 
What my eftate is ! 

Cap. That were hard to compafs ; 
Becaufe me will admit no kind of fuit, 
No, not the Duke's. 

Vio, There is a fair behaviour in thee, Captain j 
And tho' that nature with a beauteous wall 
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Doth oft clofe in pollution ; yet of thee, 

I will believe thou haft a mind that fuits 

With this thy fair and outward characler : 

I pr'ythee, and Fil pay thee bounteoufly, 

Conceal me what I ara, and be my aid 

For fuch difguife as, .haply, mail become 

The form of my intent. I'il ferve this Duke; 

Thou malt prefent me as an eunuch to him, 

It may be worth thy pains ; for I can fïng, 

And fpeak to him in many forts of mu-fic, 

That will allow me very worth his fervice. 

What elfe may hap, to time I will commit ; 

Only fhape thou thy filence to my wit. 

Cap. Be you his eunuch, and your mute 1*11 be ; 
When my tongue blabs, then let mine eyes not fee. 

Vio. I thank thee ; lead me on. \Excunt- 

S C E N E III. An apartment in Olivia" s houfe. 

Enter Sir Toby, and Maria. 

SirTo. What a plague means my nièce, to take the 
death of her brother thus ? I am fure care's an enemy 
to life. 

Mar. By my troth, Sir Toby, you muft come in ear- 
Jier a-nights ; your nièce, my Lady, takes great excep- 
tions to your ill hours. 

Sir To. Why, let her except before excepted. 

Mar. Ay, but you muft confine yourfelf within the 
modeft limits of order. 

Sir To. Confine, I "11 confine myfelf no finer than I 
am ; thefe cloaths are good enough to drink in, and fo 
be thefe boots too ; an they be not, let them hang 
themfelves in their own ftraps. 

Mar. That quaffing and drinking wUl undo you ; t 
heard my Lady talk of it yefterday, and of a foolifh 
knight that you brought in one night here, to be her 
wooer. 

Sir To. Who, Sir Andrew Ague-cheek ? 
Mar. Ay, he. 

Sir To. He 's as tall a man as any 's in Illyrûu 
Mar. What 's that to th' purpofe ? 

H 2 
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Sir To. Why, he has three thoufand ducats a-year. 
Mar. Ay, but he '11 have but a year in ail thefe du- 
cats : he 's a very fool and a prodigal. 

Sir To. Fie, that you '11 fay fo ! he plays o' th' viol- 
de-gambo, and fpeàks three or four languages word for 
word without book, and hath ail the good gifts of na- 
ture. 

Mar. He hath, indeed, — — almoft natural ; for be- 
fides that he's a. fool, he's a great quarreller ; and but 
that he hath the gift of a coward to allay the guft he 
hath in quarrelling, 'tis thought among the prudent, he 
would quickly have the gift of a grave. 

Sir To. By this hand, they are fcoundrels and fub- 
tra<2ors that fay fo of him. Who are they ? 

Mar. They that add moreover, he 's drunk nightly 
in your company. 

Sir To. With drinking healths to my nièce. Pli drink 
to her as long as there's a pafTage in my throat, and 
drink in Illyria. He 's a coward, and a coyftril, that 
■will not drink to my nièce till his brains turn o* th' toe 
like a paiilh-top. What, Wench ? Cajiiliano voho* j 
for here cornes ,Sir Andrew Ague-cheek. 

SCENE IV. Enter Sir Andrew. 

Sir And. Sir Toby *Belch ! how now, Sir Toby Belch * 

Sir To. Sweet Sir Andrew ! 

Sir And. Biefs you, fair fhrew. 

Mar. And you too, Sir. 

Sir To. Accoft, Sir Andrew, accoft. 

Sir And. What's that ? 

Sir To. My niece's chambermaid. 

Sir And. Good Miftrefs Accoft, I defire better ac* 
quaintance. 

Mar. My name is Mary, Sir. 

Sir And. Good Miftrefs Mary Accoft,-- 

Sir To. You miftake, Knight : Accoji is, front her, 
board her, woo her, aflail her. 

* Tn Englifli, Put on your CafHlian countcnance ; that is, yonr 
jrave, £>iemn look». •> 
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Sir And. By my troth, I would not undertake Ecria 
this company. Is that the meaning of accoft ? 

Mar. Fareyouwell, Gentlemen. 

Sir To. An thou let her part fo, Sir Andrew, would 
~thou might'ft never draw fword again. 

Sir And. An you part fo, Miftrefs, I would I might 
never draw fword again. Fair Lady, do you think you 
have fools in hand ? 

Mar. Sir, I have not yoiï by th' hand. 

Sir And. Marry, but you mail have, and here's mjr 
hand. 

Mar. Now, Sir, thought is free. I pray you, bring 
your hand to th* buttery-bar, and let it drink. 

Sir And. Wherefore, fweet heait ? what's your met- 
taphor ? 

Mar. It's dry, Sir. 

Sir And. Why, I jhink fo : I am not fuch an afs, 
but I can keep my hand dry. But what's your jeft ? 

Mar. A dry jeft, Sir. 

Sir And. Are you full of them ? 

Mar. Ay, Sir, I have them at my finger's ends : 
marry, now I let your hand go, I ami>arren. 

[Exif. Maria. 

Sir To. O Knight, thou lack*fb a cup of canary : 
when did I fee thee fo put down ? 

Sir And. Never in your life, î think, unlefs you fee 
canary put me dov/n : methinks foraetimes I have no 
more wit thah a Chriftian, or an ordinary man has ; 
but I am a great eater'of beef, and I believe that does 
harm to my wit. 

Sir To. No queftion. 

Sir And. An I thought that, I'd forfwear it. TU 
ride home to-morrow, Sir Toby. 

Sir To. Pourqucy? my dear Knight ? 

Sir And. What is Pourquoy, do, or not do ? I would 
I had beftowed that time in the tongues that I have in 
fencing, dancing, and bear-baiting. O had I but fol- 
low'd the arts ! 

Sir To. Thenhadft thou had an excellent head of hair. 

Sir And. Why, would that ha\*e mended my hair ? 
• Sir To. Paft queftion ; for thou feefl: it will not cuxl 
by nature. 

H 3 ' 
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Sir And. But it becoraes me well enough, does *t not ? 

Sir To. Excell nt ! it hangs like flax on a diftaff; 
and I hope to fee a houfewife take thee between her 
legs, and fpin it off. 

Sir And. Taith, l 'H home to-morrow, Sir Toby ; 
your nièce will not be feen ; or, if fhe be, it's four to 
one me '11 none of me : the Duke himfelf here, hard 
by, wooes her. 

Sir To. She'll none o' th' Duke : fhe '11 not match 
above her degree, neither in eftate, years, nor wit ; I 
hâve heard her fwear it. Tut, there's life in't, man. 

Sir And. I '11 ftay a month longer. I am a fellow 
o' th' ftrangeft mind i* th* world. I delight in mafks and 
xevels fometimes altogether. 

Sir To. Art thou good at thefe kickfliaws, Knight ? 

Sir And. As any man'in Illyria, whatfoever he be, 
«nder the degree of my betters ; and yet I will not 
compare with an old man. 

Sir To. What, is thy excellence in a galliard, Knight l 

Sir And. Taith, I can eut a caper. 

Sir To. And I can eut the mutton to't. 

Sir And. And I think I have the back-trick, fimply 
as ftrong as any man in Illyria. 

Sir To. Wherefore are thefe things hid ? wherefore 
ïiave thefe gifts a curtain before them ? are they like to 
take duft, like Miftrefs MalPs pi&ure ? Why doft thou 
jiot go to church in a galliard, and corne home in a co- 
xanto ? My very walk fhould be a jig ! I would not fb 
much as make water, but in a cinque-pace. What doft 
thou mean ? is it a world to hide virtues in ? I did 
think, by the excellent conftitution of thy leg, it was 
form'd under the ftar of a galliard. • 

Sir And. Ay, 'tis ftrong, and it does indiffèrent well 
in a flame-colour'd ftocking. Shall we fet about fome 
jrevels ? 

Sir To. What (hall we do elfe ? were we not boni 
under Taurus ? 

Sir And. Taurus ? that'S fides and heart. 

Sir To. No, Sir, it is legs and thighs. Let me fee 
thee caper ; ha ! higher ; ha, ha ! ■ ■ excellent. j 

[Exeunf* 
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SCENE V. Changes to the palace. 

Enter Valentine, and Viola in marfs attire. 

Val. If the Duke continue thefe favours towards you, 
Cefario, you are like to be much advanc'd ; he hath 
known you but three days, and already you are no 
ft ranger. 

Vio. You either fear his humour, or my négligence, 
that you call in queftion the continuance of his love. I» 
he inconftant, Sir, in his favours \ 

Val. No, believe me. 

Enter Duke, Curio, and attendants. 

Vio. I thank you. Here cornes the Duke. 

Duke. Who faw Cefario, hoa ? 

Vio. On your at tendance, my Lord, here. 

Duke. Stand you a while aloof. Cefario, 

Thou know'ft no lefs, but ail : I Rave unclafp'd 
To thee the book even of my fecret foui. 
Therefore, good youth, addrefs thy gâte unto her ; 
Be not deny'd accefs ; ftand at her doors, 
And tell them, there thy fixed foot fhall grow, 
Till thou have audience. 

Vio. Sure, my Noble Lord, 
If fhe be fo abandon *d to her forrow 
As it is fpoke, fhe never will admit me. 

Duke. Be clamorous, and leap ail civil bounds," 
Rather than make unprofited return. 

Vio. Say, I do fpeak with her, my Lord; what then i 
Duke. O, then, unfold the pafEon of my love ; 
Surprîfe her with difeourfe of my dear faith ; 
It fhall become thee well to acl my woes ; 
She will attend it better in thy youth, 
Than in a nuncio of more grave afpecî. 
Vio. I think not fo, my Lord. 
Duke. Dear lad, believe it : 
For they fhall yet belye thy happy years, 
That fay thou art a man : Diana's lip 
Is not more fmooth and rubious ; thy fmall pipe 
Is as the maiden's organ, fhrill, and found, 
And ail is femblaûye a woman's part» 
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I know thy conftellation is right apt 

For this affair : fome four or five attend hîm; 

AH, if you will; for I myfelf am beft 

When leaft in company. Prùfper well in this, 

And thou fhalt live as freely as thy Lord, 

To call his fortunes thine. 

Vio. Pli do my beft 
To woo your Lady ; yet a barful ftrife ! 
Whoe'er I woo, myfelf would be his wife. \Exeunt. 

♦ SCENE VI. Changes to Olivia'/ houfe. 

Enter Maria and Clown. 

Mar. Nay, either tell me where thou haft been, or 
I will not open my lips fo wide as a briftle. may enter in 
way of thy excufe ; my Lady will hang thee for thy 
abfence. 

Clo. Let her hang me ; he that is well hang'd in this 
world, needs fear no colours. 

Mar. Make that good. 

Clo. He mail fee none to fear. 

Mar. A good lenten anfwer. I can tell thee where 
that faying was born, of / fear no colours. 

Clo. Where, good Miftrefs Mary ? 

Mar. In the wars ; and that may you be bold to fay 
in your foolery. 

Clo. Well, God give them wifdom that have it * 7 and 
thofe that are fools, let them ufe their talents. 

Mar. Yet you will be hang'd for being fo long ab- 
fent, or be turn'd away ; is not that, as.good as a hang- 
ing to you ? 

. Clo. Marry, a goodhanging pre vents a bad matriage; 
and for turnipg away, let; fuminer bear it out. 
Mar. You are refolute, then ? 

Clo. Not fo neither ; but I am refoîv'd on two points, 
Mar. That \î one break, the other will hold y or if 
both break, your gaflcins fall. 

Clo. Apt, in good faith ; very apt : well, go thy 
way ; if Sir Toby would leaye drinking, thou wert as 
witty a pièce of Eve 's flelhas any in Illyria*. . 
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Mar. Peace, you rogue, no more o' that. Here cornes 
my Lady ; make your exeufe wifely, you were beft. 

[Exit. 

SCENE. VII. Enter Olivia, and Malvolio. 

Ch. Wit, and't be thy will, put me mto a good 
fooling ! Thofe wits that think they have thee, do very 
oft prove fook ; and I that am fure I lack thee, may 
pafs for a wife man. For what fays Quinapalus ? Bet- 
ter be a witty fool than a foolifh wit. God biefs thee, 
Lady! 

OU. Take the fool away. 

Clo. Do you not hear, fellows ? take away the Lady. 

OU. Go to, y ' are a dry fool ; 1*11 no more of you ; 
befides, you grow diflioneft. 

Clo. Two faults, Madona, that drink and good coun- 
fel will amend ; for give the dry fool drink, then is the 
fool not dry. Bid the difhoneft man mend himfelf ; if 
be mend, he is no longer difhoneft ; if he cannot, kt 
the botcher mend him. Any thing that's mended, is 
but patch'd ; virtue that tranfgrefTes, is but patch 'd with 
fin ; and fin «that amends, is but patch *d with virtue. 
If that this (impie fyllogifm will ferve, fo ; if it will 
not, what remedy? as there is no true cuckold but ca- 
lamity, fo beauty's a flower : the Lady bade take away 
the fool; therefore I fay again, take her away. 

OU. Sir, I bade them take away you. 

Clo. Mifprifion in the higheft degree. Lady, Cu- 

cullus non facit monachum ; that's as mnch as to fay, 
I wear not motley in my brain. Good Madona, give me 
leave to prove you a fool. 

OU. Can you do it ? 

Clo. Dexteroufly, good Madona. 

OJi. Make your proof. 

Ch. I muft catechife you for it, Madona ; good my 
moufe of virtue, anfwer me. 

OU. Well, Sir, foi want of other idlenefs, I '11 bide 
your proof. 

Clo. Good Madona, why mourn*ft thou ? 

OU. Good fool, for my brother's death. 

Clo. I think his foui is in hell, Madona. 

#//. I know his foui is in heav'n, fool. 
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Clo. The more fool you, Madona, to mourn for 
your brother's foui being in heav'n. Take away the 
fool, Gentlemen. 

OU. What think you of this fool, Malvolio ? doth he 
not mend ? 

Mal. Yes, and (hall do, till the pangs of death 
fliake him. Infîrmity, that decays the wife, doth ever 
make better the fool. 

Clo. God fend you, Sir, a fpeedy infîrmity, for the 
better increafing your folly ! Sir Toby will be fworn 
that I ara no fox ; but he will not pafs his word for two 
pence that you are no fool. 

OU. How fay you to that, Malvolio ? 

Mal. I marvel your Ladyftiip takes delight în fuch 
a barren rafcal. I faw him put down theother day with 
an ordinary fool, that has no more brain than a ftone. 
Look you now, he 's out of his guard already ; unlefs 
you laugh and minifter occafion to him, he is gagg'd. 
I proteft, I take thefe wife men that crow fo at thefè 
fet kind of fools, no better than the fools' Zanies. 

OU. O, you are fick of felf-love, Malvolio, and 
tafte with a diftemper'd appetite. To be generous, 
guiltlefs, and of free difpofition, is to take thofe things 
for bird-bolts that you deem cannon-bullets : there is 
no flander in an allow'd fool, though he do nothiog 
but rail ; nor no railing in a known difcreet man* 
though he do nothing but reprove. 

Clo. Now, Mercury endue thee with pleafing, for 
thpu fpeak'ft well of fools ! 

Enter Maria. 

Mar. Madam, there is at the gâte a young gentle- 
man much defîres to fpeak with you. 

OU. From the Count Orfino, is it ? 

Mar. I know not, Madam ; 'tis a fair young man, 
and well attended. 

OU. Who of my people hold him in delay ? 

Mar. Sir Toby, Madam, your uncle. 

OU. Fetch him off, I pray you ; he fpeaks nothing 
but madman: fie on him! Go you, Malvolio; if it be 
a fuit from the Count, I am fick, or not at home : 
what you will, to difmifs it. [Exit Malvolio.] N*w f 
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you fee, Sir, how your fooling grows old, and people 

diflike it. 

Clo. Thou haft fpoke for us, Madona, as if thy cldcft 
fon /hould be a fool : whofe fcull Jove cram with brains, 
for here cornes one of thy kin has a,moft weak pia 
mater ! 

SCENE VIII. Enter Sir Toby. 

OU. By mine honour, half drunk. What is he at 
the gâte, uncle ? 

Sir To. A gentleman. 

OU. A gentleman ? what gentleman ? 

Sir To. 'Tis a gentleman-heir, A plague o' thefe 

pickle herring ! how now, fot ? 

Ch. Good Sir Toby, 

OU. Uncle, uncle, how have you come fo early by 
this lethargy ? 

Sir To. JLetchery ! I defy letchery. There's one at 
Régate. 

OU. Ay, marry, what is he ? 

Sir To. Let him be the devil an he will, I care not : 
give me faith,' fay I. Well, it 's ail one. [£x/7. 

OU. What 's a drunken man like, fool ? 

C/o. Like a drown'd man, a fool, and a madman : 
one draught above heat makes him a fool, the fécond 
roads him, and a third drowns him. 

OU, Go thdu and feek the coroner, and let him fit o* 
ffly uncle ; for he's in the third degree of drink ; he 's 
drown'd : go, look after him. 

Clo. He is but mad yet, Madona, and the fool mail 
look to the madman. [Exit Clown. 

Enter Malvolio. 

Mal. Madam, yond young fellow fwears he will 
fpeak with you. I told him you were ilck; he takes on 
him to underftand fo much, and therefore cornes to 
fpeak with you. I told him you were afleep ; he feems 
to have a foreknowledge of that too, and therefore 
cornes to fpeak with you. What is to be faid to him, 
Lady ? he's fortified againft any déniai. 

OU. Tell him he fhall not fpeak with me. 

Mal. He has been told.fo -, and he fays, he '11 ftand 
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at your door like a fherifPs pofr. *, and be the fupporter 
to a bench, but he '11 fpeak with you. 

OU. What kind o* man is he ? 

Mal. Why, of mankind. 

OU. What manner of man ? 

Mal. Of very ill manners ; he'll fpeak with you # 
will you or no. 

OU. Of what perfonage and years is he ? 

Mal. Not yet old enough for a man, nor young e- 
nough for a boy ; as a fquafh is before *tis a peafcod, 
or a codling when 'tis al mort, an apple : 'tis with hira 
in ftanding water, between boy and man. He is very 
well favoured, and he fpeaks very fhrewifhly ; one 
would think his mother's milk were fcarce out of him. 

OU. Let him approach : call in my gentlewoman. 

Mal. Gentlewoman, my Lady calls. \_Exit. 

SCENE IX. Enter Maria. 

OU. Give me my veil : corne, throw it o'er my face ; 
We'll once more hear Orfino's embafTy. 

Enfer Viola. 

Vio. The honourable lady of the houfe, which is me ? 

OU. Speak to me, I (hall anfwer for lier : your will ? 

Vio. Moft radiant, exquifite, and unmatchable beauty 

1 pray you, tell me, if this be the lady of the 

houfe, for I never faw her. I would be loth to caft a- 
way my fpeech ; for, befides that it is excellently well 
pennM, 1 have taken great pains to con it. Good beau- 
ties, let me fuftain no fcorn ; I am very comptable \ , 
even to the leaft Unifier ufage. 

OU. When ce came you, Sir ? 

Vio. I can fay little more than I have fludied, and 
that queftion's out of my part. Good gentle one, give 

* Heretofore ail proclamations by the Kong, ail appointants of 
the rates of wages by the juftices of peace, and other things of the 
like nature, were fent to the lheriff of each county, who was ob- 
liged to promulgue them, not only by caufing them to be rèad in 
every market-town, but by affixingthem to fome con v en ient place 
within it ; for which purpofe great pofts or pillars were erefte.d ia 
cach furh town, and thefe were called Jbcriff's pofts. 

f Comflille, for ready to call to account. 
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me modefl: aiTurance, if you be the lady of the houfe, 
that I may proceed in my fpeech. 
OU. Are you a comedian ? 

Vio. No, my p rof ou nd heart ; and yet, by the very 
fangs of malice, I fwear I am not that I play. Aie you 
the lady of the houfe ? 

OU. If I do not ufurp myfelf, I am. 

Vio. Moft certain, if you are Aie, you do ufurp your- 
felf ; for what is your's to beftow, is not your's to re- 
ferve : but this is from my commiflion. I will on with 
my fpeech in your praife, and then mew you the heart 
of my mefTage. 

OU. Come to what is important in 't : I forgive you 
the praife. 

Vio. Alas, I took great pains to ftudy it, and 'tis 
poetical. 

OU. It is the more like to be feign'd. I pray you 
Iceep it in. I heard you were fawcy at my gâtes ; and 
I allow'd your approach, rather to wonder at you than 
to hear you. If you be not mad, be gone ; if you 
have reafon, be brief : 'tis not that time of the moon 
with me, to makeone in fo fkipping a dialogue. 

Mar. Will you hoift fail, Sir, here lies your way. 

Vio. No, good fwabber, I am to hull here a littlc 
longer. Some mollification for your giant, fweet Lady. 

OU. Tell me your mind. 

Vio. I am a mefTenger. 

OU. Sure you have fome hideous matter to deliver, 
when the courtefy of it is fo fearful. Speak your of- * 
fiçe. 

Vio. It alone concerns your ear. I bring no over- 
ture of war, no taxation of homage; I hold the olive 
in my hand ; my words are as full of peace as njatter. 

OU. Yet you began rudeJy. What are you ? what 
would you \ 

Vio. The rudenefs that hath appear'd in me, have I 
learn'd from my entertainment. What I am, and what 
I would, are as fecret as. maiden-head ; to your ears, 
divinity ; to any other's, profanation. 

OU. Give us the place alone. \Exit Maria.] We 
will hear this divinity. Now, Sir, what is your text ? 

Vio* Moft fweet Lady, 

Vol. 1IL I 
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OU. A comfortable doctrine, and much mây be faid 
of it. Where lies your text ? 
Vio. In Orfino's bofom. 

OU. In his bofom ! in what chapter of his bofom ? 
Vio. To anfwer by the method, in the firft of his 
heart. 

OH. O, I have read it; it is herefy. Have you 
no more to fay ? 

Vio. Good Madam, let me fee your face. 

OU. Have you any commiffion from your Lord to nc- 
gotiate with my face ? you are now out of your text ; 
but we will draw the eu r tain, and fhew you the pic- 
ture. Look you, Sir, fuch a one I wear this prefent ; 
is 't not well done ? {Unveiling. 

Vio. Excellently done, if God did ail. 

OU. 'Tis in grain, Sir ; 'twill endure wind and wea- 
ther. 

Vio. 'Tis beauty truly blent, whofe red and white 
Nature's own fweet and cunning hand laid on. 
Lady, you are the cruell'ft fhe alive, 
If you will lead thefe grâces to the grave, 
And leave the world no copy. 

OU. O, Sir, I will not be fo hard-hearted : I will 
give out divers fchedules of my beauty. It (hall be in- 
ventoried, and every particle and utenfil labell'd to my 
will. As, Item, Two lips indiffèrent red. Item, Two 
gray eyes, with lids to them. Item, One neck, one 
chin, and fo forth. Were you fent hither to praife me ? 

Vio. I fee you what you are ; you are too proud ; 
But if you were the de vil, you are fair. 
My lord and mafter loves you : O, fuch love 
Could be but récompensé, tho' you were crown'd 
The nonpareil of beauty ! 

OU. How does he love me ? 

Vio. With adorations, with fertile tears, 
With groans that thunder love, with fighs of fire. 

OU. Your lord does know my mind, I cannot love 
him ; 

Yet I fuppofe him virtuous, know him noble, 
Of great eftate, of frefh and flainlefs youth ; 
jn voices well divulg'd ; free, learn'd, and valiantj 
And in dimenfion, and the ihape of nature, 
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A gracious perfon ; but yet I cannot love him : 
He might have took his anfwer long ago. 

Vio. If I did love you in my mafter's flame, 
With fuch a fuff'ring, fuch a deadly life, 
In your déniai I would find no fenfe : 
I would not underftand it. 

OU. Why, what would you do ? 

Vio. Make me a willow cabbin at your gâte, 
And call upon my foui within the houfe ; 
Write royal canto's of contemned love, 
And fîng them loud even in the dead of night : 
Hollow your name to the reverberate hills, 
And make the babling goffip of the air 
Cry out, Olivia ! O, you mould not reft 
Between the éléments of air and earth, 
But you mould pity me. 

OU. You might do much : 
What is your parentage ? 

Vio. Above my fortunes, yet my ftate is well 1 
lama gentleman. 

OU. G et you to your Lord ; 
I cannot love him : let him fend no more • 
Unlefs, perchance, you come to me again, 
To tell me how he takes it ; fare you well : 
I thank you for your pains ; fpend this for me. 

Vio. I anv no fee'd poft, Lady ; keep your purfe : 
My mafter, not myfelf, lacks recompence. 
Love make his heart of flint that you (hall love, 
And let your fervour, like my mafter's, be 
Plac'd in contempt ! farewel, fair cruelty. [Exit. 

OU. What is your parentage ? 

Above my fortunes ', yet my Jiate is nvell : 

I am a gentleman. 1 '11 be fworn thou art. 

Thy tongue, thy face, thy limbs, actions, and fpirit, 

Do give thee fivefold blazon Not too fait foft l 

foft ! 

Unlefs the mafter were the man. — — How now ? 
Even fb quickly may one catch the plague \ 
Methinks I feel this youth-s perfections, 
With an invilible and fubtile ftealth, 
To creep in at mine eyes, Well, let it be— 
What ho, Malvolio, — 

I 2 
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Enter Malvolio. 

Mal. Here, Madam, at your fervice. 

OU. Run after that famé peevifh meflenger, 
The Duke's man ; he left thi9 ring behind him,, 
Would I, or not : tell him, I '11 none of it. 
Defire him not to flatter with his Lord, 
Nor hold him up with hopes ; I am not for him : 
If that the youth will come this way to-morrow, 
I '11 give him reafons for 't. Hie thee, Malvolio. 

Mal. Madam, I will. 

OU. 1 do I know not what ; and fear to fînd 
Mine eye too great a flatterer for my mind : 
Fate, fhew thy force ; ourfelves we do not owe j 
What is decreed, muit be ; and be this fb ! [Exit* 

A C T II. S C E N E I. 

The Jireet. 

Enter Antonio, and SebafUan. 

jfntonio.X'XlVX you ftay no longer? nor will you 
VV not that I go with you ? 
Seb. By your patience, no-: my ftars mine darkly 
over me i the maîignancy of my ftite might, perhap^ 
diftemper your 's ; therefore I (hall cravé of you your 
leave, that I may bear my evils aione. It were a bad 
recompence for your love, to lay any of them on 
you. 

Ant. Let me yct know of you, whither you arc 
bound. 

S eh. No, footh, Sir ; my determinate voyage îs mere 
extravagancy : but I perceive in you Co excellent a touch 
of raodefty, that you will not extort from me what I 
am willing to keep in ; therefore it charges me in man- 
ners therather to exprefs myfelf. You muft know of 
me then, Antonio, my name is Sebajlian ; which I calPd 
ïlodorigo ; my father was that Sebajlian of Meffaline* 
whom- I know you have heard of. He left behind 
him, myfelf, and a fifter, both born in one hour; if 
the heav'ns had been pleas'd, would we had fo ended \ 
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bot yoa, Sir, alter'd that; for, fome hours beforc 
you took me from the breach of the fea, was my fifter 
drown'd. 
Ant. Alas, the day ! 

Seb. A lady, Sir, tho' it was faid fhe much re- 
fembled me, was yet of many accounted beautiful ; but 
tho* I could not [with fuch eftimable wonder *J over- 
far believe that, yet thus far I will boldly publifti her, 
fhe bore a mind that envy could not but call fair : me 
is drown'd already, Sir, with fait water, tho' 1 feem to 
drown her remembrance again with more. 

Ant. Pardon me, Sir, your bad entertainment. 

Seb. O good Antonio, forgive me your trouble. 

Ant. If you will not murther me for my love, let me 
be your fervant. 

Seb. If you will not undo what you have done, that 
is, kill him whom you have recover'd, defire it not. 
Fare you well at once ; my bofom is full of kindnefs, 
and I am yet fo near the manners of my mothef, that, 
upon the leaft occafion more, mine eyes will tell taies 
of me. I ajn bound to the Duke Orfino's court ; fare- 
wel. \_Exit m 

Ant. The gentlenefs of ail the gods go with thee ! 
I have made enemies in Orfino's court, 
Elfe would I very ftiortly fee thee there : 
But corne what may, I do adore thee fo, 
The danger mail feem fport, and I will go. \Exit. 

SCENE II. 
Enter Viola, and Malvolio, at feveral doors. 
Mal. Were not you e'en now with the Countefs 
Olivia ? 

Vio. Even now, Sir; on a moderate pace I have 
fînce arrived but hither. 

Mal. She returns this ring to you, Sir ; you might 
have faved me my pains, to have taken it away your- 
felf. She adds, moreover, that you fhould put your 
Lord into a defperate afTurance fhe will none of 
him : and one thing more, that you be never fo 
hardy to corne again in his afFairs, unlefs it be to report 
your Lord's taking of this : receive it fo. 
• This is an interpolation of the players* 

I 3 
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rh. She took the ring of me, I '11 nône of it. 
iMal. Corne, Sir, you peeviihly threw it to her, and 

ber will is, it fliould be fo return'd : if it be worth 

fL>oping for, there it lies in your eye ; if not, be it his 

that finds it. £ Exit* 

Vio. I left no ring with her ; what raeans this lady ? 

Fortune forbid my oucfîde have not charm'd her ! 

She made good view of me ; indeed, fo mue h, 

That fore raethought her eyes had crofs'd her tongue ; 

For fhe did fpeak in ftarts diftra&edly. 

She loves me, fure ; the cunning of her paffion: 

Invites me in this churiim menenger. 

None of my Lord's ring ; why, he fent her none^. 

I am the man — If it be fo, (as *tis) ; 

Poor lady, fhe were better love a dream. 

Difguife, I fee thou art a wickednefs, 

Wherein the pregnant enemy does much. 

How eafy is it, for the proper falfe 

In womens' waxen hearts to fet their forms f 

AI as, our frailty is the caufe, not we, 

For fuch as we are made, if fuch we be. 

How will this fadge ? m y mafter loves her dèarly„ 

And I, poor monfter, fond as much on him ; 

And fhe, miftaken, feeras to doat on me. 

What will become of this ! as I am man, 

My ftate is defperate for my mafter's love ; 

As I am woman, (now, aks the day I), 

What thriftlefs fighs (hall poor Olivia breathe ? 

O time, thou muft untangle this, not I y 

3t is too hard aknot for me t'unty^ £Exi& 

SCENE III. Changes to Olivia* s houfe. 
Enter Sir Toby, and Sir Andrew. 

Sir Ta* Approach, Sir Andrew : not to be a-bed a£- 
ter midnight,. is to be up betimes ; and dUuculo furgere* 
thou know'ft, 

Sir And. Nay, by my troth, I know not : but I knowy 
to be up late, is to be up lare.. 

Sir To. A falfe conclufion r I hate it, as an unfill'd 
can ; to be up after midnight, and to go to bed then* 
h early ; fo that tg go to bed after midnjght, is to gp» 
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to bed betimes. Does not our life confift of the four clé- 
ments ? 

Sir And. 'Faith, fo they fay ; but I think it rather 
confîfts of eating and drinkiog. 

Sir To. TV art a fcholar, let us therefore eat and drink. 
Maria ! I fay ! — a ftoop of wine. 

Enter Clown. 

Sir And, Here cornes the fool, i* faith. 

Clo, How now, my hearts ? did you never fee the 
pi&ure of we three ? 

Sir To. Wekome, afs, now let 's have a catch. 

Sir And. By my troth, the fool has an excellent breaft; 
I had rather than forty fhillings I h ad fuch a ieg, and fo» 
fweet a breath to fing, as the fool has. In footh, thou 
waft in very gracious fooling laft night, when thou 
fpok'ft of Pigrogromitus, of the Vapïans paffingthe equi- 
no&ial of Queubut : *twas very good, i' faith : I fent thec 
fixpence for thy lemon ; hadft it ? 

Clo. I did impeticos thy gratillity * \ for MalvolioV 
nofe is no whip-ftock. My Lady has a white hand* 
and the Myrmrdons are no bottle-ale houfes. 

Sir And. Excellent : why, this is the beft fooling, 
when ail is done. Now, a ïbng — 

Sir T 7. Corne on, there 's fixpence for you. Let 
have a fong. 

Sir And. There 's a teftril of me too ; if one Knight 
give a— — 

Clo. Would you have a love-fong, or a fong of gooâk 
life ? 

Sir Ta. A love-fong, a love-fong. 

Str And* Ay, ay r I care not for good life- 

Clown Jîngs. 

miftrefs mine, <where are you roamïng? 
Jicty and hear, y our true love V coming r 

That can Jsng boih high aqd l&w. 
Trip no further, prêt ty fweet ing ; 
Journeyr end in lover s 1 meeting, 

Every nvife fnaris fon dot h kno<w; 

* He means to Ay, imfcskct thy gratuit}. 
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Sir And. Excellent good, i' faith ! 
Sir To. Good, good. 

Clo. Whai is love ? 'tis not hereafter ; 

Prefcnt mirth hath prefent laughter : 

Whafs to corne y is Jlill unfure ; 
In decay there lies no plenty : 
Then corne kifs me y Jhveet, and tiventy : 
Youth's ajîuff ivill not endure. 

Sir And. A mellifluous voice, as I am a true Knight. 

Sir To. A contagious breath. 

Sir And. Very fweet and contagious, i' faith. 

Sir To. To hear by the nofe, it is dulcet in contagion. 
But fhall we make the welkin dance, indeed ? Shall we 
roufe the night-owl in a catch, that will draw three 
fouis out of one weaver ? fhall we do that ? 

Sir And. An you love me, let 's do 't : I am a dog 
at a catch. 

Clo. By'r Lady, Sir, and fome dogs will catch well. 

Sir And. Moft certain : let our catch be, Thou knave, 

Clo. Hold thy peace> thou knave, Knight. I fhall be 
conftrain'd in 't, to call thee knave, Knight. 

Sir And. 'Tis not the firfl time I have conftrain'd 
one to call me knave. Begin, fool ; it begins, Hold thy 
peace. 

Clo. I fhall never begin if I hold my peace. 
Sir And. Good, i' faith: come, begin. 

[Tbey fing a catch. 

SCENE IV. Enter Maria. 

Mar. What a catterwaulmg do you keep hère ? If 
my Lady have not call'd irp her fleward, Malvolio, and 
bid him turn you out of doors, never truft me. 

SirTo. My Lady 's a Catayan, we are politicians, 
Malvolio's a Pegju-Ramfey, and Tkree merry men benve. 
Am not I confanguinious ? Am I not of her blood ? 
Tilly valfey, Lady ! there davelt a man in Babylon, Lady, 
Lady. [S inginjr. 

Clo. Befhrew me, the Knight 's in admirable fooling. 

Sir And. Ay, he does well enough if he be difpos'd, 
and fo do I too : he does it with a better grâce, but I 
do it more natural. 
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Sir To. 0, thetivelfth day of December, — [Singing* 
Mar. For the love o' God, peace. 

Enter Malvolio. 
Mal. My Mafters, are you mad ? or what are you ? 
hâve you no wit, manners, nor honefty, but to gabble 
like tinkers at this time of night ? do you make an ale- 
houfe of my Lady's houfe, that ye fqueak out your cot* 
tiers * catches without any mitigation or remorfe of 
voice ? is there no refpett of place, perfons, nor time, 
in you ? 

Sir To. We did keep time, Sir, in our catches. Sneak 
up ! \Hiccoughs+ 

Mal. Sir Toby, I muft be round with you. My La- 
dy bade me tell you, that though fhe harbours you as 
her uncle, fhe's nothing ally'd to your diforders. If 
you can feparate yourfelf and your mifdemeanors, you 
are welcome to the houfe ; if not, an it would pleafe 
you to take leave of her, fhe is very willing to bid you. 
farewel. 

Sir To. Farewel, dear beart> Jtnce I mufl needs bt 
gone. 

Mal. Nay, good Sir Toby. 

Clo. His eyes do Jbe*w bis day s are almojl done. 

Mal. Is 't even fo ? 

Sir To. But I will never die. 

Clo. Sir Toby, there you lye. 

Mal. This is much crédit to you» 

Sir To. S bail I bid hirn go? \Singing+ 

Clo. What , an if you do ? 

Sir To. S bail I bid him go, and fpare not? 

Clo. no, no, no, you dare not. 

Sir To. Out o' time, Sir, ye lye : art thou any more 
than a fleward ? doft thou think, becaufe thou art vir- 
tuous, there mail be no more cakes and aie ? 

Clo. Yes, by Saint Anne ; and ginger lhall be hot 
i* th* mouth too. 

Sir To. Thou 'rt i' th* right. Go, Sir, rub your chain 
with crums. A ftoop of wine, Maria. — : 

Mal. Miftrefs Mary, if you priz'd my Lady's favour 
at any thing more than contempt, you would not give 
* Ruftic, clowniûi, 
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means for this uncivii rule ; fhe fhall know of it by thii 
hand. [Exit. 
Mar. Go fhake your ears. 

Sir And. 'Twere as good a deed as to drink when a 
man's a hungry, to challenge him to the field, and thea 
to break promife with him, and make a fool of him. 

Sir To. Do 't, Knight ; Fil write thee a challenge : 
or Fil deliver thy indignation to him by word of mouth. 

Mar. Sweet Sir Toby, be patient for to-night ; fince 
the youth of the Duke's was to-day with my"Lady, fhe 
is much out of quiet. For Monfîeur Malvolio, let me 
alone with him : if I do not gull him into a nay-word, 
and make him a common récréation, do not think I 
have wit enough to lie ftraight in my bed. I know I 
can do it. 

Sir To. PofTefs us, pofTefs us ; tell us fomething of 
him. 

Mar. Marry, Sir, fometimes he is a kind of a Pu- 
ritan. 

Sir And. O, if I thought that, Fd beat him like t 

Sir To. What, for being a Puritan ? thy exquifîte rea- 
fon, dear Knight. 

Sir And. I have no exquifîte reafon for 't, but I have 
reafon good enough. 

Mar. The devil a Puritan that he is, or any thing 
conftantly but a time-pleafer ; an affeclion'd * afs, that 
cons date without book, and utters it by great fwaths : 
the beft perfuaded of himfelf : fo cramm'd, as hethinks, 
with excellencies, that it is his ground of faith, that ail 
that look on him, love him ; and on that vice in him 
will my revenge find notable caufe to work. 

Sir To. What wilt thou do ? 

Mar. I will drop in his way fome obfcure epiftles of 
love, wherein, by the colour of his beard, the fhape of 
his leg, the manner of his gâte, the exprefïure of his 
eye, forehead, and complexion, he {hall find himfelf 
moft feelingly perfonated. I can write very like my 
Lady your nièce ; on a forgotten matter we can hardly 
make diftinftion of our hands. 

Sir To. Excellent, I fmeli a device. 
* Àjfeftioncdt for full of afcftati**. 
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Sir And. I have 't in m y nofe too. 

SirTo. He (hall think by the letters that thou wilt 
drop, that they come from my nièce, and that fhe is in 
love with him. 

Mar. My purpofe is, indeed, a horfe of that colour. 

Sir And. And your horfe now would make him an 
afs. 

Mar. Afs, I doubt not. 

Sir And. O, 'twill be admirable. 

Mar. Sport royal, I warrant you : I know my phy- 
fic will work with him. I will plant you two, and let 
the fool make a third, where he mail find the letter : 
obferve his conftruétion of it : for this night to bed, and 
dream on the event. Farewel. [Exit. 

Sir To. Good night, Penthefilea. 

Sir And. Before me, fhe's a good wench. 

Sir To. She's a beagle, true-bred, and one that ad- 
ores me ; what o' that ï 

Sir And. I was ador'd once too. 

Sir To. Let's to bed, Knight : thou hadft need fend 
for more money. 

Sir And. If I cannot recover your nièce, I am a foui 
way out. 

Sir To. Send for money, Knight ; if thou haft her 
not i' th' end, call me eut. 

Sir And. If I do not, never truft me, take it how 
you will. 

Sir To. Come, come, Fil go burn fome fack, 'tis too 
latc to go to bed now : come, Knight ; come, Knight. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE V. Changes to the palace. 
Enter Dake, Viola, Curio, and others. 

Duke. Give me fome mufic ; now, good morrow, 
Now, good Cefario, but that pièce of fong, [friends : 
That old and antique fong, wc heard laft night; 
Methought it did relieve my paflîon much; 
More than light airs, and recollecled # terms 
Of thefe moft brifk and giddy-paced times. 
Come, but one verfe. 

• Rccçlkftcd for Jludicd. 

y 
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Cur. He is not hère, fo pleafe your Lordlhip, that 
fliould fîng it. 

Duke. Who was it ? 

Cur. Fefte the jefter, my Lord; a/ool that the La- 
dy Olivia's father took much delight in. He is about 
the houfe. 

Duke. Seek him out, and play the tune the while. 

[Exit Curio. [Mufc. 
Corne hither, boy ; if ever thou ftialt love, 
In the fweet pangs of it remember me ; 
For fuch as J am, ail true lovers are ; 
Unftaid and fkittifh in ail notions elfe, 
Save in the confiant image of the créature 
That is belov'd. How doft thou like this tune ? 

Vio. " It gives a very echo from the feat 
4< where love is thron'd. 

Duke. Thou doft fpeak mafterly. 
My life upon't, young though thou art, thine eye 
Hath ftaid npon fome favour that it loves : 
Hath it not, boy ? 

Vio. A little, by your favour. 

Duke. What kind of woman is 't ? 

Vio. Of your complexion. 

Duke. Sheisnotworththeethen. Whatyears,i' faith! 

Vio. About your years, my Lord. 

Duke. " Too old, by Heaven ; let ftill the woman takc 
" An elder than herfelf, fo wears fhe to him ; 
** So fways me level in her hufband's heart. 
For, boy, however we do praife ourfelves, 
Our fancies are more giddy and unfirm, 
More longing, wavering, fooner loft and worn, 
Than womens' are. 

Vio. I think it well, my Lord. 

Duke. Then let thy love be younger than thyfelf, 
Or thy affection cannot hold the bent : 
For women are as rofes, whofe fair flower, 
Being once difplay'd, doth fall that very )ur. 

Vio. And fo they are : alas, that they are fo, 
To die, even when they to perfection grow ! 

Enter Curio, and Clown. 

Duke . O fellow, corne - 9 the fong we had laft night.— 
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Mark it, Cefario, it is old and plain ; 

" The fpinfters and the knitters in the fun, 

" And the free maids that weave their thread wirh 

Do ulè to çhant it : it is filly footh, phones, 
" And tallies with the innocence of love, 
" Like the old âge. 

Clo. Are y ou ready, Sir ? 

Duke. Ay ; pr'ythee, fing. \J\luftc. 

S O N G. 

*' Corne anvay, corne anvay, death, 

" And in fad cyprefs let me be laid ; 
t€ F /y aivay, fly anvay, breath ; 

" I am Jlain by a fait cruel maid. 
" My Jbronvd of avbite, Jluck ail nuit h yenV, 

" 0, prépare it. 
if My part qf death no one fo true 

« Did Jhare it. 

*' Not a flonver, not a flonuer fnvect, 

" On ?ny black coffin let there be Jlronvn : 
* 4 Not a friend, not a friend greet 

" My poor corps, nvhere my bones Jhall be thronvn: 
" A thoufand thoufand ftghs to fave, 

" Lay me y 01 vu h ère 
t€ True lo'uer never find my grave, 

i€ To tveep there. 

Duke. There's for thy pains. 
Clo. No pains, Sir : I take pJeafure in fînging, Sîr. 
Duke. Pli pay thy pleafure then. 
Clo. Truly, Sir, and pleafure wiîl be paid one time 
or other. 

Duke. Give me now leave to leave thee. 

Clo. Now the melancholy God protecl: thee, and the 
tailor make thy doublet of changeable tafFata, for thy 
mind is a very opal # . "I would have men of fuch con- 
ftancy put to fea, that their bufinefs might be every 
thing, and their intent no where ; for that's it that al- 
wàys makes a good voyage of nothing. Farewel. 

lExit. 

• A precious ftonc of almoft ail colonrs. Mr. Pope» 

Vou. m. K 
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SCENE VI. 

Duke. Let ail the refl give place. Once more, Ce- 
fario, 

Get thee to yond famé fovereîgn cruelty : 

Tell lier, my love, more noble than the world, 

Prizes not quantity of dirty lands ; 

The parts that Fortune hath beftow'd upon her, 

Tell her, I hold as giddily as Fortune : 

But 'tis that miracle, and queen of gems, 

That Nature pranks, her mind, attracls my foui. 

Vio. But if fhe cannot love you, Sir 

Duke, I cannot be fo anfwer'd. 

Vio, Sooth, but you mu il. 
Say, that fome lady, as perhaps there is, 
Hath for your love as great a pang of heart 
As you have for Olivia : you cannot love her ; 
You tell her fo ; muil fhe not then be anfwer'd ? 

Duke, There is no woman 's fides 
Can bide the beating of fo ilrong a paffion, 
As love doth give my heart : no woman's heart 
So big to hold fo much ; they lack rétention. 
Alas, their love may be call'd appetite : 
No motion of the liver, but the palate, 
That fuffers furfeit, cloyment, and revolt : 
But mine is ail as hungry as the fea, 
And can digeft as much ; make no compare 
Between that love a woman can bear me, 
And that I owe Olivia. 

Vio. Ay, but I know . — 

Duke. What doft thou know ? 

Vio. Too well what love women to men may owe ; 
în faith, they are as true of heart as we. 
My father had a daughter lov'd a man, 
As it might be, perhaps, were I a woman, 
ï fhould your Lordfliip. 

Duke. And what's her hîflory ? 

Vio. * A blank, my Lord : me never told her lore, 

* But let concealment, like a worm i'th'bud) 

* Feed on her damafk cheek : fhe pin'd in thought ; 

* And, with a green and yelîow melancholy, 

* She fat like Patience on a monument, 
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€ Srailing at grîef. Was not this love, îndeed ? 
We men may fay more, fwear more, but, indeed, 
Our fhews are more than will ; for ftill we prove 
Much in our vows, but little in our love. 

Duke. But dy'd thy lifter of her love, my boy ? 

Vio. Pra ail the daughters of my father's houfe, 
And ail the brothers too — and yet I know not— 
Sir, fhall I to this Lady ? 

Duke. Ay, that's the thème. 
To her in halle ; give her this jewel : fay, 
My love can give no place, bide no denay. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VII. Changes to Olivia' s g arclen. 
Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian. 

Sir To. Corne thy ways, Signior Fabian. 

Fab. Nay, Fil corne; if I lofe a fcruple of this fport, 
let me be boil'd to death with melancholy. 

Sir To. Would'ft thou not be glad to have the nig- 
gardly rafcally fheep-biter corne by fome notable marne ? 

Fab. I would exult, man; you know lie brought me 
ont of favour with my Lady, about a bear-baiting here. 

Sir To. To anger him, we'll have the bear again ; 
and we will fool him black and blue ; fhall we not, Sir 
Andrew ? 

Sir And. An we do not, it 's pity of our Iives. 
Enter Maria. 

Sir To, Here cornes the little villain : how now, my 
nettle of India ? 

Mar. Get ye ail three into the box-tree ; Malvolio's 
coming down this walk, he has been yonder i' th' fun 
praftifing behaviour to his own fhadow this half-hour. 
Cbferve him, for the love of mockery ; for I know 
this letter will make a contemplative idiot ofhim. Clofe, 
in the name of jefting ! lie thou there ; for here cornes 
the trout that muft be caught with tickling. 

[Tbrows doivn a letter, and Exit. 

SCENE VIII. £*/*r Malvolio. 

Mal. Tis but fortune, ail is fortune. Maria once 
told me, fhe did affe& me ; and I have heard herfeif 
K 2 
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«orne thus near, that fhould me fancy, it fhould be onc 
of my complexion. Befides, me ufes me with a more 
«xaltcd refpecl-, than any one elfe that follows her. 
What fhould I think on't ? 

Sir T o. Hcre's an over-weaning rogue. 

Fab. O, peace : contemplation makes a rare turkey- 
«oek of him; how he jets under his advanc'd plumes ï 

Sir And. 'Slife, I could fo beat the rogue. 

Sir To. Peace, I fay. 

Mal. To be Count Malvolio,— 

Sir To. Ah, rogue ! 

Sir And. Piftol him, piftol him. 

Sir To. Peace, peace. 

Mal. There is example for't : thelady of theTrachy* 
married the yeoman of the wardrobe. 

Sir And. Fie on him, Jezcbel ! 

Fab. O, peace, now he's deeply in ; look how ima- 
gination blows him. 

Mal. Hà\ing been three months married to her, fît- 
ting in my ftate 

Sir To. O for a ftone-bow to hit him in the eye ? • . 

Mal. Calling my ofïicers about me, in my branch'd 
▼elvet gown; having corne down from a day-bed, where 
I havc ieft Olivia fleeping. - 

Sir To. Fire and brimftone ! 

Fab. O, peace, peace. 

Mal. And then to have the humour of ftate ; and af- 
ter a demure travel of regard, telling them, I know my 
place, as I would they fliouid do thcirs — to afk for 
my uncle Toby 

Sir To. Bolts and fhackles ! 

Fab. Oh, peace, peace, peace; now, row. 

Mal. Seven of my people with an obedient ftart i 
make out for him : I frown the while, and perchance 
wind up my watch, or play with fome rich jewel. Toby 
approaches, curtfies there to me. 

ùir To. Shaîl this fellow live ? 
" Fab. Tho' our filence be drawn from us with cares, 
y et, peace. 

* that is, Thrace. It was common toufe the article the befor* 
liâmes of places. And this was no hnproper inftance, wlicrc tfce ' 
feene was ia Illyria. 
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Mal. I extend my hand to him thus ; quenching my 

famiJiar fmile with an auftere regard of controul. 
Sir To. And does not Toby take you a blow o' th* 

lips then ? 

Mal. Saying, Uncle Toby, my fortunes having caft 
me on your nièce, give me this prérogative of fpeech— 
Sir To. What, what? 
Mal. You muft amend your drunkennefs. 
Sir To. Out, feab ! 

Fab. Nay, patience, or we break the finews of our 
plot. 

Mal. Befîdes, you wafte the treafure of your timé 
With a fooliih Knight 

Sir And. That's me, I warrant you. 

Mal. One Sir Andrew, 

Sir And. I knew, 'tis I ; for many do call me fool. 

Mal. What employment have we here ? 

[Taking up the ht ter. 

Fab. Now is the woodeock near the gin. 

Sir To. Oh peace ! now the fpirit of humours inti- 
mate reading aloud to him ! 

Mal. By my life, this is my Lad'y's hand : thefe be 
her very C's, her t/'s, and her 7*'s, and thus makes 
fte her great P y s. It is, in contempt of queftion, her 
hand. 

Sir And. Her C's, her C/'s, and her T's : why that ? 

Mal. To the unknown befov'd, this, and my good 
wijhe? ; her very phrafes. By your leave, wax. Soft ! 
and the imprefTare her Lucrèce, with which fhe ufes ta 
féal ? 'tis my Lad y : to whom fhould this be ? 

Fab. This wins him, liver and ail. 
• Mal. Jove kno<ws I love, but nvbo, lips do not move 9 

no man mujf knoiv. No man muft know what fol- 

lows ; the number's alter'd no man muft know 

if this fhould be thee, Malvolio ? 

Sir To. Marry, hang thee, Brock ? 

Mal, I may cornmand nvhere l adore ; but Jtlence, 
like a Lucrèce knife, 
With bloodlefs Jlroke my heart dot h gore, M. O. A. L 
dot h fway my life, 

Fab. A fuftian riddle. 

Sir To. Excellent wench, fay I. 

K 3 
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Mal. M. 0. J. I. doth fway my life — nay, but fitll 
lèt me fee — let me fee — 

Fab. What a difh of poifon has me drefs'd him? 

Sir 'To. And with what wing the ftanyel checks at it ? 

Mal. I may command where I adore. Why, me raay 
command me : I lerve lier, ihe is my lady. Why, this 
is évident to any formai * capacity. There is no ob- 
struction in this — and the end — what fhould that alpha- 
betical poiition portend ? If I could make that refejnble 
fomething in me ? foftly, — M: 0. A. I. 

Sir To. O, ay! make up that; he is now at a cold 
feent. 

Fab. Sowter will cry upon't for ail this, tho' it be as 
rank as a fox. 

Mal. M. — Malvolio. M. why, that begins 

my name. 

Fab. Did not I fay, he would work it out : the cur is 
excellent at fauits. 

Mal. M. But then there is no confonancy in the fe- 
<}uel ; that fufFers under probation : A fliould foilow, 
but does. 

Fab. And mail end, I hope. 

Sir To. Ay, or l'il cudgel him, and make him cry, 

O. 

Mal. And then / cornes behind. 

Fab. A y, an you had any eye behind you, you might 
fee more detraclion at your heels than fortunes before 
you. 

Mal. M. 0. A. I. — This émulation f is not as the 
former — and y et to crufh this a little, it would bow to 
me, for every one of thefe letters is in my name. Soft, 

Jiere follows profe- If this fall into thy hand, re- 

volve. In my jlars 1 a?n above thee r but be not afra'td 
-êf greatnefs ; famé are born great, fome atchieve great- 
fiefs y and fome have great ne f thruft upontbem. Thyfates 
êpen their hands, let thy blood and fpirit embrace them ; 
mndy to enure thyfelf taibhat thou art like to be,. cajl th) 
humble floughy and appear ffefl>. Be oppofite ivith a kinf 
7flan> furly <wifh fervants : let thy tongue tang arguments 
offtate; put tkyfelfinto thetrick offingularity \ Shi tbus 

* Formai, for common. 

f HimuLtion h for refemblance* 
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advifes thee, thatjighs for thee. Remember nvho commend- 
ed thy yellow Jlockirigs, and nvi/b'd to fee thee ever crofs- 
gartered. I fay, remember ; go to, thou art made, if 
thou defireft to befo; if not, /et me fee thee a Jleivard Jlill, 
the felloiu of fervants, and nctuuorthy totouch Fortunées 
fingers. Fareivel. She that <would alter fervices nuit h 
thee, the fortunate and happy. Day-light and champian 
difeover no more : this is open. I will be proud, I 
will read politic authors, I will balîle Sir Toby, I will 
wafh off grofs acquaintance, I will be point devife, the 
very raan. I do not now fool niyfelf, to let imagina- 
tion jade me ; for every reafon excites to this, that my 
Lady loves me. She did commend my yellow ftock- 
ings of late, fhe did praife my Jeg, being crofs-garter'd, 
and in this fhe manifefts herfelf to my love, and with a 
kind of injun&ion drives me to thefe habits of her li- 
king. I thank my ftars, I am happy : I will be ftrange, 
ftout, in yellow ftockings, and crofs-garter'd, even with 
the fwiftnefs of putting on. Jove and my ftars be prai- 

fed !■ Here is yet a poftfcript. Thou canft ?îot chufe 

but knoiv <who I am ; if thou entertainefi my love, let it 
appear in thy fmiling ; thy fmiles become thee ivell. There* 
fore in my prefence Jlill finile, dear my fweet, 1 pr'ythee. 

Jove, I thank thee ! I will fmile, I will do every 

thing that thou wilt have me. - 

Fab. I will not give my part of this fport for a pen- 
£on of thoufands tobe paid from the Sophy. 

Sir To. I could marry this wench for this device. 

Sir And. So could I too. 

Sir To. And afk no other dowry with her, but fucà 
another jeft. 

SCENE IX. Enter Maria. 

Sir And. Nor I neither. 
Fab. Here cornes my noble gull-catcher. 
Sir To. Wilt thou fet thy foot o'my neck ? 
Sir And. Or o' mine eitheF ? 

Sir To. Shall I play my freedom at tray-trip, and 
become thy bond-Hâve ? 

*S/> And. Pfaith, or I either ? 

Sir To. Why, thouhaft put him in fuch a dream, th*t 
whea the image of it leave? him, he muft rua mad» 
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Mar. Nay, but fay true, does it work upon him ? 

Sir To. Like aqua vit a with a midwife. 

Mar. If you will then fee the fruits of the fport, 
mark his firft approach bcfore my Lady ; he will corne 
toher in yellow ftockings, and 'tis a colour me abhors ; 
and crofs-garter'd, a fafhion fhe detefts ; and he will 
fmile upon her, which will now be fo unfuitable to her 
difpofition, being addiéted to a melancholy, as fhe is, 
that it cannot but turn him into a notable contempt. If 
you will fee it, folio w me. 

Sir To. To the gâtes of Tartar ; thou moft excel- 
lent devil of wit ! 

Sir And. 1*11 make one too. \Exeunt. 

A C T III. SCENE I. 

Olivia* s garden. 

Enter Viola, and Clown. 

Vio. ÇjAve thee, friend, and thy mufic. Doft thon 
|j live by thy tabor ? 
Ch. No, Sir, I live by the church. 
Vio. Art thou a churchman ? 

Ch. No fuch matter, Sir; I do live by the church; 
for I do live at my houfe, and my houfe doth ftand by 
the church. 

Vio. So thou may'ft fay, the King lies by' a beggar, 
if a beggar dwell near him ; or the church flands by 
thy tabor, if thy tabor ftand by the church. 

Ch. You have faid, Sir; to fee this âge 1 A fen- 

tence is but a chev'ril glove * to a good wit ; ho\* 
quickly the wrong fide may be turned outward ! 

Vio* Nay, that's certain ; they that dally nicely with 
words, may quickly make them wanton. 

Ch. I would therefore my filîer had had no narae, 
Sir. 

Vio. Why, man ? 

Ch. Why, Sir, her name's a word; and to dally 
with that word, might make my fiûer wanton ; but 

* A glove made of a kid's skia. 
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indeed words are very rafcals, fince bonds difgrac'd them. 
Vio. Thy reafon, m an ? 

Clo, Troth, Sir, I can yield you none without words ; 
and words are grown fo falfe, I am loth to prove rea- 
fon with them. 

Vio, I warrant thou art a merry fellow, and careft for 
nothing. 

Clo, Not fo, Sir, I do care for fomething : but, in 
my confeience, Sir, I do not care for you : if that be 
to. care for nothing, Sir, I would it would make you in- 
vifîbJe. • 

Vio, Art not thou the Lady Olivia's fool ? 

Clo, No, indeed, Sir ; the Lady Olivia has no folly ; 
(he will keep no fool, Sir, till nie be married ; and 
fools are as like hufbands, as pilchers are to herrings ; 
the hufband's the bigger ; I am, indeed, not her fool, 
but her corrupter of words. 

Vio. I faw thee late at the Duke Orfino's. 

Clo, Foolery, Sir, does walk about the orb like the 
fun ; it mines every where. I would be forry, Sir, but 
the fool fhould be as oft with your mafter, as with my 
miftrefs : I think I faw your wifdom there. 

Vio, Nay, an thou pafs upon me, I *11 no more with 
thee. Hold, there 's expences for thee» 

), ] [Gives him a pièce of money* 

Clo, Now jove, in his next commodity of hair, fend 
thee a beard ! 

Vio, By my troth, I '11 tell thee, I am almoft fick for 
cne, though I would not hâve it grow on my chin. 1$ 
thy lady within ! 

Clo, Would not a pair of thefe hare bred, Sir? 

Vio* Yes, being kept together, and put to ufe. 

Clo, I would play Lord Pandarus of Phrygia, Sir, to 
bring a Crefiida to this Troilus. 

Vio, I underftand you, Sir, 'tis well begg'd. 

Clo. The matter, I hope, is not great, Sir ; beg- 
ging but a beggar. Creffida was a beggar. My Lady 
is within, Sir, I will confter to them whence you corne ; 
who you are, and what you would, is out of my wel- 
kin; I might fay, élément; but the word is over-worn. 

lEx/t. 

Vio. This fellow is wife enough to play the fool, 
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And, to do that well, craves a kind of wît : 

He muft obferve their mood on whom he jefts, 

The quahty of the perfons, and the time ; 

And, Jike the haggard, check at every feather 

That cornes before his eye. This is a praclice. 

As full of labour as a wife man's art : 

For folly, that he wifely ftiews, is fit • 

But wife mens' folly-fall'n, quite taints their wit. 

SCENE II. 
Enter Sir Toby, and Sir Andrew. 
Sir And. Save you, Gentleman. 
Vto. And you, Sir. 
Sir To Dieu vous guarde> Monfieur. 
Ko. Et vous auft ; vojircferviteur. 

i>tr To. I hope, Sir, you are ; and I am your's. 

Wiil you encounter the houfe? my nièce is defirous you 
fnould enter, if your trade be to her. 

•i, F \°k l / m b ° Und t0 y° ur niece > Sir 5 1 mean, fhe if 
the hit of my voyage. 

tJ? r ™ T i afte y ° Ur leêS ' Sir> P ut them t0 n 10 ^. 

Vto. My legs do better underftand me, Sir, than I 
tnderftand what you mean by bidding me tafte my legs. 

Sir To. I mean, to go, Sir, to enter. 

Vio. I will anfwer you with gâte and entrance ; but 
we are prevented. 

Enter Olivia and Maria. 

Moft excellent accomplmVd Lady, the heav'ns rain 
odours on you ! 

Sir And. That youth's a rare courtier ! rain odours? 
well. 

Vio. My matter hath no voice, Lady, but to your 
own moft pregnant * and vouchfafed ear. 

Sir And. Odours, pregnant, and vouchfafed: ■ 

TU get 'em ail three ready. 

Oit. Let the garden-door be mut, and leave me to my 
heanng. {Exeunt Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Maria. 

SCENE III. 
Give me your hand, Sir. 
* Pregnant, for rcady. 
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Vio. My duty, Madam, and moft humble fervice. 
OU. What is your narae ? 

Vio. Cefario is your fervant's name, fair Princefs. 

OU. My fervant, Sir ? 'Twas never merry world, 
Since lowly feigning was call'd compliment : 
Y are fervant to the Duke Orfino, y ou th. 

Vio. And he is your's, and his muft needs be your's : 
Your fervant's fervant is your fervant, Madam. 

OU. For him, I think not on him : for his thoughts, 
'Would they were blanks, rather than filPd with me ! 

Vio. Madam, I come to whet your gentle thoughti 
On his behalf . 

OU. O, by your leave, I pray you ; 
1 bade you never fpeak again of him. 
But wouJd you undertake another fuit, 
l'd rather hear you to folicit that, 
Than mufic from the fpheres. 

Vio. Dear Lady, 

OU. Give me leave, I befeech you : I did fend, 
After the laft inchantment you did hear, 
A ring in chace of you. So-did I abufe 
Myfelf, my fervant, and, I fear me, you ; 
Under your hard conftrudrion rnulï I fit, 
To force that on you in a fhameful cunning, 
Which you knew none of your's. What might you 
think ? 

Have you not fet mine honour at the ftake, 
And baited it with ail th' unmuzzled thoughts 
That tyrannous heart can think ? to one of your recei* 
ving * 

Enough is fhewn ; a cyprus, not a bofom, 

Hides my poor heart. So let us hear you .fpeak. 

Vio. I pity you. 

OU. That's a degree to love. 

Vio. No, not a grice : for 'tis a vulgar proof, 
That very oft we pity enemies. 

OU. Why then, methinks, 'tis time to fmile again ; 
world, how apt the poor are to be proud ! 
If one fhould be a prey, how much the better 
To fall before the lion, than the wolf ! [Clock Jirika* 
The clock upbraids me with the wafte of time. 

• i. c. to one of your ready apprebenfon. 
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Be not afraid, good youth, I v/ill not have y ou ; 
And yet when wit and youth are come to harveft, 
Your wife is like to reap a proper man : 
There lies your way, due weft. 

Vio. Then weftward hoe : 

Grâce and good difpofition attend your Ladyfhip ! 
You'll nothing, Madam, to my Lord by me ? 

OU. Stay ; pr'ythee tell me, what thou think'ft of me ? 
Vio. That you do think you are not what you are. 
OU. If I tnink fo, I think the famé of you. 
Vio. Then think you right : I am not what I am. 
OU. I wouid you were as I would have you be ! 
Vio. Would it be better^ Madam, than I am ? 
1 wifti it might, for now I am your fool. 

OU. O, what a deal of fcorn looks beautiful 
In the contempt and anger of his lip ! 
A murd'rous guilt fhews not itfelf more foon, ■ 
Than love that would feem hid : love's night is noon, 
Cefario, by the rofes of the fpring, 
By maid-hood, honour, truth, and every thing, 
I love thee fo, that, maugre ail thy pride, 
Nor wit, nor reafon,. can my paflion hide. 
Do not extort thy reafons from this claufe, 
For that I woo, thou therefore haft no caufe : 
But rather reafon thus with reafon fetter ; 
Love fought is good, but given unfought is better. 

Vio. By innocence I fwear, and by my youth, 
I have one heart, one bofom, and one truth, 
And that no woman lias ; nor never noue 
Shall miftrefs be of it, fave I alone. 
And fo adieu, good Madam; never more 
Will I my mafter's tears to you déplore. 

OU. Yet come again; for thou, perhaps, may'ft 
move 

That heart, which now abhors, to likç his love. 

SCENE IV. 

Changes to an apartment in Olivia" s houfe. 
Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian. 
«Sïr And. No, 'faith, Pli not ftay a jot longer. 
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Sir To. Thy reafon, dear venom, give thy reafon. 
Fab. You muft needs yicld your reafon, Sir Andrew, 
Sir And. Marry, I faw your nièce do more favours to 

the Duke's ferving-man, than ever ftie beftow'd on me. 

I faw't i' th' orchard. 
Sir To. Did Aie fee thee the while, old boy ? tell me 

that. 

Sir And. As plain as I fee you now. 
Fab. This was a great argument of love in her to- 
wards you. 

Sir And. 'Slight ! will you make an afs o' me ? 

Fab, I will prove it legitimate, Sir, upon the oaths 
of judgment and reafon. 

Sir To. And they have been grand-jurymen fince be-r 
fore Noah was a failor. 

Fab. She did fliew favour to the youth in your fight,. 
only to exafperate you, to awake your dormoufe va- 
lour, to put lire in your heart, and brimftone in your 
liver. YoU ftiould then have accofted her with forne 
excellent jefts fire-new from the mint ; you (hould have 
bang'd the youth into dumbnefs. This was look'd for 
at your hand, and this was bauhVd. The double gilt of 
this opportunity you let time wafh off, ** and you are 
" now fail'd into the north of my Lady's opinion ; 
" where you will hang like an icicle on a Dutchman's 
<{ beard," unlefs you do redeem it hy fome laudable at- 
tempt, either of valour or policy. 

Sir And. An 't be any way, it muft be with valour ; 
for policy I hâte : I had as lief be a Brownift* as a 
politician. 

SirTo. Why then, build me thy fortunes upon the 
bafis of valour; challenge me the Duke's youth to 
fight with him ; hurt him in eleven places ; my nièce 
fhall take note of it ; and afîure thyfelf, there is no 
love-broker in the world can more prevail in man's 
commendation with woman than report of valour. 

Fab. There is no way but this, Sir Andrew. 

£/> And. Will either of you bear me a challenge ta 
him ? 

Sir To. Go, write in a martial hand ; be curll: and 
brief; it is no matter how witty, - fo it be éloquent, and 
full of invention . taunt him with the licence o£ ink ; 

Vql. III. L . 
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if thou tbou'Jî him fome thrice, it (hall not be amifs ; 
and às many lyes as will lie in thy fheet of paper, ai- 
though the fheet were big enough for the bed of Ware 
in Eogland ; fet 'em down, go about it. Let there be 
gall enough in thy ink, tho' thou write with a goofe- 
pen, no matter : about it. 

Sir And. Where mail I find you ? 

Sir To. We '11 call thee at the Cuhiculo : go. 

Sir Andrew. 

S C E N E V. 

Fab. This is a dear manikin to you, Sir Toby. 

SirTo. I have been dear to him, lad, fome two 
thoufand flrong or fo. 

Fab. We fhall have a rare letter from him ; but you 'H 
not deliver 't. 

Sir To. Never truft me then ; and by ail means ûir 
on the youth to an anfwer. I think, oxen and wain- 
ropes cannot haie them together. . For Andrew, if he 
were open'd, and you find fo much blood in his liver 
as will clog the foot of a flea, I '11 eat the reft of th' a- 
natomy. 

Fab. And his oppofite, the youth, bears in his vifage 
no great prefage of cruel ty. 

Enter Maria. 

SirTo. Look, where the youngeft wren * of nine 
cpmes.. 

Mar. If you defire the fpleen, and will laugh your- 
felves into ftitches, follow nie : yond gull MaJvolio is 
turned Hcathen, a veiy renegado ; for there is no 
Chriftian, that means to be fav'd by believing rightly, 
can ever believe fuch impoïïible paiTages of grofînefs. 
He 's in yellow ftockings. 

Sir To. And crofs-garter'd ? 

Mar. Moft viilanoufly ; like a pédant that keeps « 
fchool i' th* church : I have dogg'd him, like his mur- 
therer. He does obey every point of the Jetter that I 

* The wren is remakablc for layinsr many eggs at a rime, ninc 
©r ten, and fometimes more : and as fhe is the fmalleft of birds, the 
laft ot" fo large a brood may be fuppofed to be little indeed, whiçh 
|s the image inteeded here to be given of Mary*. 
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dropt to betray him ; he does fmile his face into more 
lines than is in the new map, with the augmentation of 
the Indies ; you have not feen fuch a thing, as 'tis ; I 
can hardi y forbear hurling thing9 at him. I know, my 
Lady will ftrike him; if me do, he'll fmile, and take't 
for a great favour. 

Sir To. Come, bring us, bring us where he is. 

{Exeunt. 

SCENE VI. Changes to the Jireet. 
Enter Sebaftian, and Anthonio. 

Seh. I would not by my will have troubled you. 
But fince you make your pleafure. of your pains, 
I will no further chide you. 

Ant. I could not ftay behind you ; my defire • 
(More fharp than filed fteel) did fpur me forth ; 
Ànd not ail love to fee you, (tho* fo much 
As might have drawn one to a longer voyage), 
But jealoufy what might befal your travel, 
Being fkillefs in thefe parts ; which to a ftranger, 
Unguided and unfriended, often prove 
Rough and unhofpitable. My willing love, 
The rather by thefe arguments of fear, 
Set forth in your purfuit. 

Seb. My kind Anthonio, 
I can no other anfwer make, but thanks, 
And thanks, and ever thanks ; and oft good turns 
Are touifled off with fuch uncurrent pay ; 
But were my worth, as is my confcience, firm, 
You (hould find better dealing. What 's to do ? / 
Shall we go fee the relies * of this town ? 

Ant. To-morrow, Sir ; beft, firft, go fee your lod« 
gîng. 

Seb. I am not weary, and 'tis long to night ; 
I pray you, let us fatisfy our eyes 
With the memorials, and the things of famé, 
That do reriown this city. 

Ant. Would you 'd pardon me : 
I do not without danger walk thefe ftreets. 
Once, in a fea-fight 'gâinft the Duke his gallies, 

9 Relies, for curioûticr, 

L 3 
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I did fome fervice, of fuch note, indeed, 

That were I ta'en here, it would fcarce be anfwer'd. 

Seb. Belike you flew great number of his people. 

Ant. Th' ofîence is not of fuch a bloody nature, 
Albeit the quality of the time and quarrel 
Might well have given us bloody argument : 
It raight have fince been anfwer'd in repaying 
What we took from them, which, for trafnc's fakç, 
Mofl of our city did. Only myfelf ftood out j 
For which, if I be lapfed in this place, 
I fhall pay de?.r. 

Seb. Do not then walk too open. 

Ant. It doth not fit me. Hold, Sir, here's my purfe. 
In the fouth fuburbs at the Eléphant 
Is beft to lodge : I will befpeak our diet,- 
Whiles you beguile your time, and feed your knowledge 
With viewing of the town ; there fhall you hare me, 

Seb. Why I your purfe ? 

A fît. Haply your eye fhall light upon fome toy 
You have defire to purchafe ; and your flore, 
I think, is not for idle markets, Sir. 

Seb. Pli be your purfe-bearer, and leave you for 
An hour. 

Ant. To th' Eléphant, 

Seb. I do remember. [Exe tint. 

SCENE VII. Changes t o Olivia* s koufe. 
Enter Olivia, and Maria. 

OU. I have fent after him ; he fays he 11 corne ; x 
How fhall I feaft him ? what beftow on him ? 
For youth is bought more oft than begg'd or bor- 

row'd. 
I fpeak too loud.— — — 
Where is Malvolio ? he is fad and civil, 
And fuits well for a fervant with my fortunes. 
Where is Malvolio ? 

Mar. He's coming, Madam; but in very ftrange 
maoper. 
He is fure pofTefs'd, Madam. 

OU. Why, what 's the matter, does he rare ? 

Mar. No, Madam, he does nothing but fmile ; your 
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Ladylhip were beft to have fome guard abôut you, if he 
corne; for fure the man is tainted in his wits, 
OU. Go call him hither. 

Enter Malvolio. 

l 'm as mad as he, 

If fad and merry madnefs equal be. 

How now, Malvolio ? 

Mal. Sweet Lady, ha, ha. {Smiles fantaftically. 

OU. SrmTft thou ? I fent for thee upon a fad occa- 
lîon. 

Mal. Sad, Lady ? I could be fad ; this does make 
fome obftruction in the blood ; this crofs-gartering ; but 
what of it ? if it pleafe the eye of one, it is with me as 
the very true fonnet is : Pleafe one >. and pleafe ail. 

OU. Why ? how doft thou, man ? what is the mat- 
ter with thee ? 

Mal. Not black in my mînd, tho* yellow in my legs : 
it did corne to his hands, and commands mail be exe- 
cuted. I think we do know that fweet Ifoman hand. 

OU. Wilt thou go to bed, Malvolio ? 

Mal. To bed ? ay, fweet heart ; and 1 11 corne to 
thee. 

OU. God çomfort thee i why doft thou fmile fo, and 
kifs thy Hand fo oft ? 

Mar. How do you, Malvolio ? 

Mal. At your requeft ? 
Tes, nightingales anfwer daws ! 

Mar. Why appear you with this ridiculous boldneft 
before my Lady ? 

Mal. Be not afraid of gréatnefs. — Twas well writ. 

OU, What meaneft thou by that, Malvolio ? 

Mal. Some are born great 

OU. Ha? 

Mal. Some atchieve gréatnefs 

OU. What fay'ft thou ? 

Mal. And fome have gréatnefs thruft upon them — 
OU. Heav'n reftore thee ! 

Mal. Remember, who commended thy yellow ftock- 

ings. 

OU. Thy yellow ftockings ? 
Mal, And wim'd to fee thee crofs-garter'd— ^* 
L 3 
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OU. Crofs-gàrtèr'd l 

Mal. Go to, thou art made, if thou defireft to be 
fc— 

OU. Ara I made ? 

Mal. If not, let me fee thee a fervant ftill. 
OU. Why, this is a very midfummer-madnefs. 

Enter Servant. 

Str. Madam, the young gentleman of the Duke 
Orfino's is return'd ; I could hardly intreat him back ; 
he attends your Ladyftiip's pleafure. 

OU. Pli corne to him. Good Maria, let this fellow 
be look'd to. Where's my uncle Toby ? Jet fome of my 
people have a fpecial care of him j I would not have 
him mifcarry for half of my dowry. [_Ex/t~ 

SCENE VIII. ! 

Mal. Oh, oh ! do you corne near me now? no worfé 
man than Sir Toby to look to me ! this concurs direct!/ | 
with the îetttr ; fhe fends hirh on purpofe that I rnay 
appear ftubborn to him; for Aie incites me to that in , 
the letter. Cail thy humble flough, fays (he ; — be op- ' 
pofac with a kinfman, — furly with fervants, — let thy 
tongue tang with arguments of flate, — put thyfelf ioto \ 
the tiick of Hnguîarity; — and confequently fets down 
the manner how ; as a fad face, a révérend carriage, a 
ilow tongue, in the habit of fome Sir of note, and fo 
forth. I-have lim'd her; but it is Jove*s doing, and 
Jove make me thankful 1 and when me went away 
now, let this fellow bé îook'd to : Fellow ! not Malvo- 
lio, not after my degree, but fellow. Why, every 
thing adhères together, that no dram of a fcruple,. no 
fcruple of a fcruple, no obftacîe» no incredulous or un» ! 
fafe circumftance — what can be faid ? nothing that ! 
can be, can come between me and the fui! profpect of 
my hopes. Weiï, Jove, not I» is the doer of this, 
and he is to be thanked. 

SCENE IX. EtiterSirToby, Fabian, and Maria. 

Sir Ta. Which way is he, in the name of fanétity ? If 
ail the devils in hell be drawn in little, and Légion him* | 
feif pofle&'d him, yet l 'Il fpeak to him. 
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Fab. Here he is, here he is ; how is't with y ou, Sir l 

how is 't with y ou, m an ? 
Mal. Go off ; I difeard you ; let me enjoy my pri- 

vacy : go off. 

Mar. Lo, how hollow the fiend fpeaks within him ! 
did not I tell you ? Sir Toby, my Lady prays you to 
have a care of him. 

Mal. Ah, ha ! does ftie fo ? 

Sir To. Go to, go to ; peace, peace, we muft deal 
gently with him ; let me alone. How do you, Mal- 
volio ? how is 't with you ? what ! man, defy the devil j 
confider, he 's an enemy to mankind. 

Mal. Do you know what you fay ? 

Mar. La, you ! if you fpeak ill of the devil, how 

he takes it at heart. Pray God he be not be- 

witch'd. 

Fab. Carry his water to th* wife woman. 

Mar» Marry, and it mail be done to^morrow morn- 
ing, if I live. My Lady wouid not lofe him for more 
than I '11 fay. 

Mal, How, now, Miftrefs \ 

Mar. O Lord !- 

SirTo. Pr'ythee, hold thy peace; that is not the 
way : do you not fee you move him ? let me alone 
with him. 

Fab. No way but gentlenefs, gently, gently ; the 
fiend is reugh, and will not be roughly us'd. 

Sir To. Way, how now, m y bawcock ? how doit 
thou, chuck ? 

Mal.^ Sir ? 

Sir To. Ay, biddy, corne with me. What ! man, 
'tis not for gravity to play at cherry-pit with Satan. 
Hang him, foui collier. 

Mar. Get him to fay his prayers, good Sir Toby j 
get him to pray. 

Mal. My prayers, minx ! 

Mar. Noj I warrant you, he wilï not hear of godli- 
nefs. 

Mal. Go hang yourfelves ail : you are idle ftiallow 
things. I am not of your élément; you fhaH know 
more hereafter. V ' TExit* 

SirTo. Is'tpoffible? c 
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Fab. If this were play'd upon a liage now, I could 
coDdemn it as an improbable ficlion. 

Sir To. His very genius hath taken the infection of 
the device, raan. 

Mar. Nay, purfue hira now, left the device take air, 
ànd taint. 

Fab. Why, we (hall make him mad, indeed. 

Mar. The houfe will be the quieter. 

SirTo. Corne, we'll have him in a dark room and 
bound. My nièce is already in the belief that he's mad ; 
we may carfy it thus for our pleafure and his penance, 
till our very paftime, tired ont of breath, prompt us ttf 
have mercy on him ; at which time we will bring the 
device to the bar, and crown thee for a finder of mad- 
men. But fee, but fee. 

SCENE X* Enter Sir Andrew. 

Fab. More matter for a May morning. 
Sir And. Here 9 s the challenge, read it. I warrant 
there 's vinegar and pepper in 't. 
Fab. Is 't fo fawcy ? 

Sir And. Ay, is 't ? I warrant him : do but read. 
Sir To. Give me. {Sir Toby read/. 

Tout 6, whatfoever thou art, thou art but a fcurvy feilo*w. 
Fab. Good and valiant. 

Sir To. Wonder not, nor admire not in tky mind *wky I 
do c ail thee fo ; for I <u)ill fheiu thee no reafon for V. ' 

Fab. A good note ; that keeps you from the blow of 
the law. 

Sir To. Thou com]fl to the Lady Olivia, and in my Jight 
Jhe ufes thee kindfy; but thou liefi in thy throat, that is not 
the matter I challenge thee for. 

Fab. Very brief, and exceeding good fenfe-lefs. 

Sir To. I nvill tvaylay thee going home, where if it be 
thy chance to kill me 

Fab. Good. 

SirTo. Thou kilPft me likè a rogue and a vifl&in* 
Fab. Still you keep o' th' windy fide of the law i 
good. 

Sir T 7. Fare theewell, and God have m'ercy upon one of 
*ur fouis ; be may have mercy upon mine, but my hùpe & 



Digitized by G00gle 



Se. n. What y ou nvM. 129 

better, and fo look to thyfelf. Thy friend as thou ufejï him 9 
and thy fivorn enemy, Andrew Ague-cheek. 

Sir To. If this letter move him not, his legs cannot : 
I '11 give *t him. 

Mar. You may have very fit occafion for 't : he is 
now in fome commerce with my Lady, and will by and 
by départ. 

SirTo. Go, Sir Andrew, feout me for him at the 
corner of the orchard like a bum-bailiff ; fo foon as e- 
ver thou feeft him, draw ; and, as thou draw'ft, fwear 
horribly ; for it cornes to pafs oft, that a terrible oath, 
with a fwaggering accent fharply twang'd off, gives 
manhood more approbation than ever proof itfelf would 
have earn'd him. Away. 

Sir And. Nay, let me alone for fwearing. \Exit. 

Sir To. Now will not I deliver his letter ; for the be- 
haviour of the young gentleman gives him out to be of 
good capacity and breeding; his employment between 
his Lord and my nièce confirais no lefs : therefore this 
letter, being fo excellently ignorant, will breed no ter* 
ror in the youth; he will find that it cornes from a 
clodpole. But, Sir, I will deliver his challenge by 
word of mouth ; fet upon Ague-cheek a notable report 
of valour ; and drive the gentleman (as I know his 
youth will aptly receive it) into a moft hideous opinion 
of his rage, Ikill, fury, and- impetuofity. This will 
fo fright them both, that they wUl kill one another by 
the look, like cockatrices. 

SCENE XI. Enter Olivia and Viola. 

Fab. Here he cornes with yonr nièce ; give thera 
way, till he take leave, and prefently after him. 

SirTo. I will meditate the while upon fome horrid 
meflage for a challenge. [Exeunt* 

OU. l 've faid too much unto a heart of ftone, 
And laid mine honour too unchary out. 
There 's fomething in me, that reproves my fault : 
But fuch a headllrong potent fault it is, 
That it but moc*ks reproof. 

Vio. With the famé *haviour that your paflîon bears, 
Goes on my mafter's grief. 

OU. Here, wear this jcwel for me, 'tis my picture ; 
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Refufe it not, it hath no tongue to vex you ; 
And, I befeech you, corne again to-morrow. 
What (hall you a(k of me that I '11 deny, • 
That honour fav'd raay upon aflting give ? 

Vio. Nothing but this, your true love for mymafter. 

OU. How witb mine honour may I give him that, 
Which I have given to you l 

Vio. I will acquit you. 

OU. WeJl, corne again to-morrow: fare thee well. 
A fiend like thee might bear my foui to hell. [Exsf. 

SCENE XII. Enter Sir Toby and Fabiaa. 

Sir To. Gentleman, God fave thee. 
Vio. And you, Sir. 

Sir To. That defence thou haft, betake thee to 't ; of 
what nature the wrongs are thou haft done him, I know 
not; but thy interpréter, full of defpight, bloody as 
the humer, attends thee at the orchard^end ; difmount 
thy tuck, be yare in thy préparation, for thy aflailant it 
«juick, flriifal, and deadly. 

Vio. You miftake, Sir ; I am fure no man hath any 

Ïiarrel to me \ mv remembrance is very free and cleaf 
om any image of ofFence done to any man. 
Sir To. You '11 find it otherwife, I allure you ; there- 
fore, if you hold your life at any price, betake you to 
your guard ; for your oppofite hath in him, what youth, 
ftrength, fkill, and wrath can furnifti man withal. 
Vio. I pray you, Sir, what is he ? 
SirTo. He is Knight, dubb'd with unhack'd rapier, 
and on carpet confédération ; but he is a devil in private 
brawl ; fouis and bodies hath he divorc'd three ; and 
his incenfement at this moment is fo implacable, 
that fatisfadtion can be none but by pangs of death and 
ftpulchre : hob, nob, ishisword; give't, or take't. 

Vio. I will return again into the houfe, and defïre 
fome conduit of the Lady. I am no fighter. I have 
heard of fome kind of men, that put quarrels purpofely 
on others to tafte their valour : belike this is a man of 
that quirk. 

Sir To. Sir, no ; his indignation dérives itfelf out of 
a very compétent injury; therefore get you on, and 
give him his defire. Back you ftrall not to the houfe, 



Digitized by G00gle 



Se. 13. What you will. 131 

unlefs you undertake that with me, whiçh wîth as much 
fafety you might anfwer him : therefore on, or ftrip 
your fword ftark naked ; for meddle you muft, that 's 
certain, or forfwear to wear iron about you. 

Vio. This is as uncivil as ftrange. I befeech you, 
do me this courteous office, as to know of the Knight 
what my offence to him is : it is fomething of my nég- 
ligence, nothing of my purpofe. 

SirTo. I will do fo. Signior Fabian, ftay you by 
this gentleman till my return. [£x/V Sir Toby. 

Vio. Pray you, Sir, do you know of this matter ? 

Fab. I know the Knight is incens'd againft you, even 
to a mortal arbitriment; but nothing of the circum- 
ftance more. 

Vio. I befeech you, what manner of man is he ? 

Fab. Nothing of that wonderful promife to rçad him 
by his form, as you are like to find in the proof of his 
valour. He is indeed, Sir, the raoft fkilful, bloody, 
and fatal oppofite that you could poflibly have found in' 
any part of Illyria. Will you walk towards him ? I 
will make your peace with him, if I can. 

Vio. I (hall be much bound to you for't: I am one 
that had rather go with Sir Prieft than Sir Knight :. I 
care not who knows fo much of my mettle. [Extunt, 

SCENE XIII. 

Enter Sir Toby, and Sir Andrew. 

Sir To. Why, man, he 's a very devil ; I have not feen 
fuch a virago : I had a pafs with him, rapier, feabbard 
and ail ; and he gives me the ftuck in with fuch a mor- 
tal motion, that it is inévitable; and on thç anfwer, 
he pays you as furely as your feet hit the ground they 
fep on. They fay he has been fencer to the Sophy. 
» Sir And. Pox on 't, I '11 not meddle with him. 
To. Ay, but he will not now be pacified : 
Fabian can fearce hold him yonder. 

Sir /bld. Plague on 't, an I thought he had been va- 
liant, and fo cunning in fence, l 'd have feen him damn'd 
€T «l'd have chalieng'd him. Let him let the matter 
%> and I '11 give him my horfe, grey Capilet. 
Sir Tç. I '11 make thç motion ; ftand here, make a 
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good (hew on 't. — This mail end without the perdi- 
tion of fouis ; marry, I '11 ride your horfe as well as I 
ride you. [AJide. 

Enter Fabian, and Viola. 

I have bis horfe to take up the quarrel ; I have per- 
fuaded him the youth's a devil. [To Fabian. 

Fab. He is as horribly conceited of him; and pants 
and looks pale, as if a bear were at his heels. 

SirTo. There 's no remedy, Sir ; he will fîght with 
you for 's oath fake: marry, he had better bethought 
him of his quarrel, and he finds that now fcarce to be 
worth talking of ; therefore draw for the fupportance of 
his vow, he protefts he will not hurt you. 

Vio. Pray God défend me ! a little thing would make 
me tell them how much I lack of a man. 

Fab. Give ground, if you fee him furious. 

SirTo. Corne, Sir Andrew, there 's no remedy ; the 
gentleman will for his honour's fake have one bout with 
you ; he cannot by the duello avoid it ; but he has pro- 
mis'd me, as he is a gentleman and a foldier, he will 
not hurt you, Corne on, to't. [They dra<w. 

Sir And. Pray God he keep his oath ! 

SCENE XIV. Enter Anthonio. 

Vio. I do affure you 'tis againft my will. 

Ant. Put up your fword ; if this young gentleman 
Have done ofFence, I take the fault on me ; 
If you offend him, I for him defy you. [Draiving. 

Sir To. You, Sir ? why, what are you ? 

Ant. One, Sir, that for his love dares yet do more 
Than you have heard him brag to you he will. 

Sir To. Nay, if you be an undertaker, I am for you. 

[Draw. * 

Enter Officers, 

Fab. O good Sir Toby, hold ; here corne the officers. 

Sir To. I '11 be with you anon. 

Vio. Pray, Sir, put your fword up, if you pleafe. 

[T 9 Sir Andrew 

Sir And. Marry, will I, Sir ; and for that I promisM 
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you, I '11 be as good as my word. He wîll bear yoa 
eafily, and reins well. 

1 Off. This is the man ; do thy office. 

2 Off. Antonio, I arreft thee at the fuit of Duke Or- 
Ant. You do miftake me, Sir. [fïno. 

1 Off, No, Sir, no jot : I know your favour well ; 
Though now you have no fea-cap on your head. 
Take him away ; he knows I know him well. 

Ant. I muft obey. This cornes with feeking you; 
But there 's no remedy. I mail anfwer it. 
What wîll you do ? now my necellity 
Makes me to afk you for .my purfe. It grieves me 
Much more for what I cannot do for you, * 
Than what befals myfelf : you ftand amaz'd, 
But be of comfort. 

2 Off. Corne, Sir, away. 

Ant. I muft intreat of you fome of that môney, 

Vio. What money, Sir ? 
For the fair kindnefs you have fhew'd me here, 
And part being prompted by your prefent trouble, 
Out of my lean and low ability 
I '11 lend you fomething ; my having is not much ; 
I *11 make divifion of my prefent with you : 
Hold, there 's half my cofFer. 

Ant. Will you deny me now ? 
Is 't poflible that my deferts tp you 
Can lack perfuafion ? do not tempt my mifery, 
Left that it make me fo unfound a man, 
As to upbraid you with thofe kindneiTes 
That I have done for you. 

Vio. I know of none, 
Nor know I you by voice, or any Jfeature : 
I hate ingratitude more in a man, 
Than lying, vainnefs, babling, drunkennefs, 
Or any taint of vice, whofe ftrong corruption 
Inhabits our frail blood. 

Ant. Oh, heav'ns themfelves ! ■ 

2 Off. Corne, Sir, I pray you, go. 

Ant. Let me fpeak a little. This youth that you fee 
I fnatch'd one half out of the jaws of death ; [here, 
Reliev'd him with fuch fanclity of love, 
And to his image, which, methought, did promife 

Vol. III. M 
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Moft vénérable worth, did I dévotion. 
• i Off. What 's that to us ? the time goes by ; away. 

Ant. But oh, how vile an idol proves this god! 
Thou haft, Sebaftian, done good feature ftiame. 
In nature there 's no blemifh but the mind : 
None can be call'd deform'd, but the unkind. 
Virtue is beauty ; but the beauteous evil 
Are empty trunks, o'erflouriiVd by the devil. 

I Off. The man grows mad, away with him : 
Corne, come, Sir. 

Ant. Lead me on. \Exit Antonio nvith Officers. 

Vio. Methinks his words do from fuch paUîon fly, 
That he believes himfelf ; fo do not I : 
Prove true, imagination, oh, prove truc, 
That I, dear brother, be now ta'en for you ! 

iS/> To. Come hither, Knight ; come hither, Fabian ; 
we '11 whifper o'er a couplet or two of moft fage faws. 

Vio. He nam'd Sebaftian ; I my brother know 
Yet living in my glafs ; even fuch, and fo 
In favour was my brother ; and he went 
Still in this fafhion, colour, ornament ; 
For him I imitate : oh, if it prove, 
Tempefts are kind, and fait waves fre/h in love. [ExH. 

Sir To. A very difhoneft paltry boy, and more a 
coward than a hare ; his difhonefty appears in leasing 
liis friend here in necefiity, and denying him ; and for 
his cowardfhip, afk Fabian. 

Fab. *A coward, a moft devout coward, religions 
in it. 

Sir And. 'Slid, I '11 after him again, and beat him. 
Sir T o. Do, cufF him foundly, but never draw thy 
fword. 

Sir And. An I do not, \Exit Sir Andrew. 

Fab. Come, let 's fee the event. 
SJrTo. I dare lay any money, 'twill be nbthing yet.# 

[Exeunt. 
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A C T IV. SCENE I. 

Tbe Jireet. 

Enter Sebaftian, and Clown. 

Qa. IX 7111 y ou make me believe that I ara not lent 
VV for you? 

Seb. Go to, go la; thou art a foolilh fellow. Let 
me be clear of thee. 

CU, Well held out, i' faith : no, I do not know you ; 
nor I am not fent to you by my Lady, to bid you coms 
fpeak with her ; nor your name is not Majier Cefario ; 
nor this is not my nofe oeither ; nothing that is fo, is fo. 

Seb. I pr'ythee, vent thy folly fome where elfe ; 
thou know'ft not me. 

Ch. Vent my folly ! he has heard that word of 

fome great man, and now applies it to a fool. Vent 
my folly ! I am afraid this great lubber the world will 
prove a cockney : I pr'ythee now, ungird thy ftrange- 
nefs, and tell me what I fhall vent to my Lady ; {hall 
ï vent to her that thou art coming ? 

Seb. I pr'ythee, foolifh Greek # , départ from me; 
there 's money for thee. If you tarry longer, I mail 
give worfe payment. 

Clo. By my troth, thou haft an open hand ; thefe 
wife men that give fools money, get themfelves a good 
report after fourteen years purchafe f . 

Enter Sir Andrew, Sir Toby, and Fabian. 

Sir And. Now, Sir, have I met you again ? there '$ 
for you. [Striking Sebaftian. 

Seb. Why, there 's for thee, and there, and there ; 
are ail the people mad ? [ Beating Sir Andrew . 

* Greek, was as much as to fay lawd or panàer. He underftood. 
the Clown to be adling in that office. A bawdy-houfe was called 
Coriuth, and the frequenters of it Corhtbians; wbieh words «ccur 
frequently in Shakeipear, efpecially in Timon of Atbcns, and Hen- 
ry IV. 

f This feems to carry a pièce of fatyr upon monopclies, the cry- 
ing griçvance of that time. The grant* g'-'iieraljy were for fourteen 
years; and the pétitions being referred to a committee, it was fu- 
ipeâed that money gaincd favourable reports from theuce. 
M 2 
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Sir To. Hold, Sir, or I '11 throw your dagger o'er the 
houfe. 

Clo. This will I tell my Lady ftraight. I would not 
be in fome of your coats for two pence. \_Exit Clown. 

SirTo. Comeon, Sir; hold. [Holding Sebaftian. 

Sir And. Nay, let him alone, I '11 go another way to 
work with him ; 1 11 have an action of battery againft 
him, if there be any law in Illyria ; though I ftruck 
him lirft, y et it 's no matter for that. 

Seb, Let go thy hand. 

Sir To. Corne, Sir ; I will not let you go. Come, 
my young foldier, put up your iron; you are weJl 
flefli'd : come on. 

Seb. I will be free from thee. What wouldft thou 
now ? 

If thou dar'ft tempt me further, draw thy fword. 

Sir To. What, what ? nay, then, I muft have an 
eunce or two of this malapert blood from you. 

[Tbey draw and fighl* 

SCENE II. Enter Olivia. 
OU. Hold, Toby ; on thy life, I charge thee, hold. 
SirTo. Madara? 

OU. Will it be ever thus ? ungracious wretch, 
Fit for the mountains and the barbarous caves, 
Where manners ne'er were preach'd : out of my fight! 

Be not offeoded, dear Cefario : 

Rudefby, be gone ! I prjthee, gentle friend, 

\Exeunt Sir Toby, and Sir Andrew. 
Let thy fair wifdom, not thy paflion, fway 
In this uncivil and unjuft extent 

Againft thy peace. Go with me to my houfe, H 
And hear thou there, how many fruitlefs pranks 
This rufîian hath botch'd up *, that thou thereby 
May'ft fmile at this : thou fhalt not chufe but go : m 
Do not deny ; beftirew his foui for me, 
He ftarted one poor heart of mine in thee. 

Seb. What relifti is in this ? how runs the ftream ? 
Or I am mad, oV elfe this is a dream. 
Let fancy ftill my fenfe in Lethe fteep, 
If it be thus to dream, ftill let me fleep. 

• i. fwclled and iiiflaœcd ; a botch bâng a fwcllingor ahfcds. 
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OU. Nay, corne, I pray : 'would thou y d& be rul'd 

by me. 
Seb. Madam, I will. 

OU. O, fay fo, and fo be ! \Extunt. 

SCENE III. An apartment in Oliviefs houfe* < 
Enter Maria, and Clown. 

Mar. Nay, I pr'ytbee, put on this gown, and this 
beard; make him believe thou art Sir Topas the cu-< 
rate ; do it quickly. I '11 call Sir Toby the whilft. 

[Exit Maria. 

Clo. Well, TU put it on, and I will dhTemble myfelf 
in 't ; and I would I were the firft that ever diiTemblecL 
in fuch a gown. I am not tall enough to become the 
fun&ion well, nor lean enough to be thought a good ftu* 
dent; but to be faid an honeft man, and a good houfer/ 
keeper, goes as fairly, as to fay, a graceful man and a 
great fcholar. The competitors enter. 

Enter Sir Toby and Maria. 

SirTo. Jove biefs thee, Mr Parfon. 

Clo. Bonos diesy Sir Toby ; <4 for as the old hermit o£ 
" Prague, that never faw pen and ink, very wittily faid 
" to a nièce of King Gorboduck, that that is, is ; fo 
" I being Mr Parfon, am Mr Parfon ; for what is that, 
" but that ? and is, but is ?" 

Sir To. To him, Sir Topas. 

Clo. What, hoa, I fay,-^-peace in this prifon ! 

Sir To. The knave counterfeits well ; a good knave. 

[Malvolio ivithin. 

Mal. Who calls there ? 

Clo. Sir Topas the curate, who cornes to viiît Mal- 
volio the lunatic. 

[This, and ivhat follows front the Cloivn, in a coun- 
terfeit voice.~] 
Mal. Sir Topas, Sir Topas, good Sir Topas, go ta 
my Lady. 

Clo. Out, hyperbolical fiend, how vexeft thou this 
man ? 

TaJkeft thou of nothing but ladies ? 
Sir To. Well faid, Mafler Parfon, 
M 3 
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Mal. Sir Topas, never was man thus wrong'd ; good 
Sir Topas, do not think I am mad; they have laid 
me hère in hideous darknefs. 
. Ch. Fie, thou diftioneft Sathan I call thee by the 
moft modeft terms ; for I am one of thofe gentle ones, 
that will ufe the devil himfelf witli courtefy : fay'ft thou 
that houfe is dark ? 

Mal. As hell, Sir Topas. 

Ch. Why, it hath bay Windows tranfparent as barri- 
cadoes, and the clear ftones towards the fouth-north arc 
as luftrous as ebony ; and yet complaineft thou of ob- 
ftruc*Hon ? 

Mal. I am not mad, Sir Topas ; I fay to you, this 
houfe is dark. 

Ch. Madman, thou erreffc ; I fay, there is no dark- 
nefs but ignorance; in which thou art more puzzled 
than the Egyptians in their fog. 

Mal. I fay, this houfe is as dark as ignorance, though 
ignorance were as dark as hell ; and I fay, thçre was 
never man thus abufed; I am no more mad than you 
are, make the trial of it in any confiant queftion. 

Ch. What is the opinion of Pythagoras concerning 
•wild-fowl ? 

Mal. That the foui of our grandam might happily 
înhahit a bird. 

. Ch. What think'ft thou of his opinion ? 

Mal. I think nobly of the foui, and no way approve 
of his opinion. 

Ch.' Fart thee well : remain thou ftill in darknefs; 
thou fnalt hold th' opinion of Pythagoras ère I will al- 
low of thy wits ; and fear to kill a woodeock, left thou 
difpolfefs the foui of thy grandam. Fare thee well. 

Mal. Sir Topas, Sir Topas ! 

Sir To. My raoft exquifite Sir Topas ! 

Ch. Na , I am for ail waters *. [This in his vwnvoice. 

Mar. Thou might'ft have done this without thy beard 
and gown ; he fees thee not. 

Sir To. To him in thine own voice, and bring me 
word how thou find*ft him : I would we were ail rid of 
this knavery. If he may be conveniently deliver'd, 1 

* A phrafe taken from the a&or's ability of making the audience 
cry çither with mirth or grief. 

\ 
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would he were ; for I am now fo far in ofFence with 
my nièce, that I cannot purfue with any fafety this 
fport to the upfhôt. Corne by and by to my chamber. 

[Exit nvith Maria. 

SCENE IV. 

Clo. Hey Robin, jolly Robin, tell me bon» my Lady does. 

[Singing. 

Mal. Fool, 

Clo. My Lady is unkind, perdie. 

Mal. Fool, 

Clo . A r las 9 iv hy is Jhe fo ? 

Mal. Fool, I fay; 

Clo. She loves another who calls, ha ? 

Mal. Good fool, as ever thou wilt deferve well at my 
hand, help me to a candie, and pen, ink, and paper ; 
a$ I am a gentleman, I will live to be thankful to 
thee for 't. 

Clo. Mr Malvolio ! 

Mal. Ay, good fool. 

Clo. Al as, Sir, how fell you befides your fîve wits ? 

Mal. Fool, there \yas never man fo notorioufly ab- 
tts'd ; I am as well in my wits, fool, as thou art. 

Clo. But as well ! then thou art mad, indeed, if you 
be no better in your wits than a fool. 

Mal. They have here propertied me; keep me in 
darknefs, fend minifters to me, afles, and do ail they 
can to face me out of my wits. 

Clo. Advife you what you fay ; the minifter is here.— 
Malvolio, Malvolio, thy wits the heav'ns reftore ; en- 
deavour thyfelf to fleep, and leave thy vain bibble 
babble. [/« a counterfeit voice. 

Mal. Sir Topas, 

Clo. Maintain no words with him, good fellow. \_In 
the counterfeit voice. 
Who, I, Sir? not I, Sir. God b'w'you, good Sir 

Topas [/« his onvn voice. 

Marry, amen. [Counterfeit. J 1 will, Sir, I will. 

[In his onvn voice. 
Mal. Fool, fool, fool, I fay. 
Clo. Alas, Sir, be patient. What fay you, Sir? I 
am (hent for fpeaking to you. 
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Mal. Good fool, help me to fome light, and fome 
paper; I tell thee, I am as well in my wits, as any 
man in Illyria. 

Clo. Well-a-day, that you were, Sir ! 
Mal. By this hand, I ara. Good fool, fome ink, 
paper, and light ; and convey what I fet down to my 
Lady : it fhall advantage thee more than ever the bear- 
ing of letter did. 

Clo. I will help you to 't. But teH me true, are you 
not mad, indeed, or do you but counterfeit ? 
Mal. Believe me I am not : I tell thèe true. 
Clo. Nay, I '11 ne'er believe a madman, tiJl I ièe his 
brains. I will fetch you light, and paper, and ink. 

Mal. Fool, I '11 requite rt in the higheft degree. 
I pr'ythee be gone. 

Clo. I am gone y Sir, and anon, Sir, [Singing. 
VU be voit h you again 
In a trice, like to the old vice, 

Tour need to fujiain : 
Who ivith dagger of lath, in his rage, and hisivrath, 

Cries, Ah, ha! to the devil : 
Like a mad lad, pare thy nails, dad, 

Adieu good man drivel. . [£x/7; 

SCENE V. 
Changes ta another apartment in Olhià's houfe. 
Enter Sebafrian. 
Seb. This is the air, that is the glorious fun ; 
This pearl fhe gave me, I do feel't and fee't. 
And though 'tis wonder that enwraps me thus, 
Yet 'tis not madnefs. Where 's Antonio then ? 
I could not find him at the Eléphant ; 
Yet there he was, and there I found this crédit * t 
That he did range the town to feek me out. 
His counfel now micht do me golden fervice ;— 
For tho' my foui dilputes well with my fenfe, 
That this may be fome error, but no madnefs y 
Yet doth this accident and flood of fortune 
So far exceed ail inftance, ail difcourfe f , 

* Crédit, for account, information. 

t Injiancc, for fcafc ; di/cour/e, for rcafon. 
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That I am ready to diftruft mine eyes, 

And wrangle with my reafon, that perfuades me 

Xo any other truft, but that l 'm mad, 

Or elfe the lady's mad ; yet if 'twere fo, 

She could not fway her houfe, command her followers, 

Take, and give back afFairs, and their difpatch, 

With fuch a fmooth, difereet, and ftable bearing, 

As I perceive Ihe does ; there 's fomething in 't 

That is deceivable. But here fhe cornes. 

Enter Olivia and Prieft. 

OU. Blâme not this halle of mine : if you mean well, 
Now go with me, and with this holy m an, 
Into the chantry by ; there before him, 
And underneath that confecrated roof, 
Plight me the full aflurance of your faith ; 
That my raolt jealous and too doubtful foui 
May live at peace. He (hall conceal it, 
Whiles you are willing it mail come to note ; 
What time we will our célébration keep ♦ 
According to my birth. What do you fay ? 

Seb. I'il follow this good man, and go with you; 
And having fworn truth, ever will be true. 

OU. Then lead the way, good father; and heav'ns 
fo mine, 

That they may fairly note this ad of mine ! 

[Exeunt* 



A C T V. S C E N E I. 

The Jireet. 

Enter Clown, and Fabian. 

Fab. \ TOW, as thou jov'ft me, let me fee his 

L^l letter. ✓ 
Ch. Good Mr Fabian, grant me another requeft. 
Fab. Any thing. 

Ch. Do not defire to fee this letter. 
Fab. This is to give a dog, and in recompence defire 
mj dog again. 
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Enter Duke, Viol*, Curio, and Lords. 

Duke. Belong you to the Lady Olivia, friends l 
.Ch. Ay, Sir, we are fome of her trappings. 
Duke. I know thee well ; how doft thou, my good 

fciiow ? 

C7<?. Ttuly, Sir, the better fôr ray foes, and the 
worfe for m y friends. 

Duke. Juft the contrary ; the better for thy friends. 
Clo. No, Sir, the worfe. 
Duke. How can that be ? 

Clo. Mairy, Sir, they praife me, and 1 make an afs 
of me ; now, my foes tell me plainly I am an afs ; fb 
that by my foes, Sir, l profit in the knowledge of my- 
felf ; and by my friends I ara abufed : fo that conclu- 
fion to be afked, is, if your four négatives make your 
two affirmatives, why, then the worfe for my friends, 
and the better for my foes. 

Duke. Why, this is excellent. 

Ch. By my troth, Sir, no, though it pleafe you to 
be one of my friends. 

Duke. Thou fhalt not be the worfe for me, there's 
gold. 

Ch. But that it wt>uld be double dealmg, Sir, I 
would you could make it another. 

Duke. O, you give me ill counfel. 

Ch. Put your Grâce in your pocket, Sir, for this once» 
and let your flefli and blood obey it. 

Duke. Well, I will be fo much a fînner to be a dou- 
ble-dealer : there 's another. 

Clo. Prhno, fecundo, tertio, is a good play ; and the 
old faying is, the third pays for ail : the triplex, Sir, 
is a good tripping meafure ; or the bells of St Bennet, 
Sir, may put you in mind, one, two, three. 

Duke. You can fool no more money out of me at this 
throw ; if you will let your Lady know I am here to 
fpeak with her, and bring her along with you, it may 
awake my bounty further. 

Ch. Marry, Sir, lullaby to your bounty till I corne 
again. I go, Sir; but I would not have you to think, 
that my defire of having is the fin of covetoufnefs ; but, 
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as you fay, Sir, let your bounty take a nap, and I will 
awake it anon. [Exit Clown. 

SCENE II. 
Enter Antonio and Officers. 

Vto. Here cornes the man, Sir, that did refeue me. 

Duke. That face of his 1 do remeraber well ; 
Yet when I faw it laft, it was befmear'd 
As black as Vulcan in the fmoak of war. 
A bawbling vefTel was he captain of, 
For Ihallow draught and bulk unprizable, 
With which fuch fcathful grapple did he make 
With the moft noble bottom of our fleet, 
That very envy and the tongue of lois 
Cry'd famé and honour on him. What 's the matter ? 

1 Off. Orfino, this is that Antonio, 
That took the Phœnix and her fraught from Candy ; 
And this is he that did the Tyger board, 
When your young nephew Titus loft his leg : 
Here in the ftreets, defperate of marne and ftate, 
In private brabble did we apprehend him. 

Vio. He did me kindnefs, Sir ; drew on my fide ; 
But in conclufion put ftrange fpeech upon me, 
I know not what 'twas, but diftraclion. 

Duke. Notable pirate! thou falt-water thief! 
What foolifli boldnefs brought thee to their mercies, 
Whom thou in terms fo bloody and fo dear » 
Hall made thine enemies ? 

Ant. Orfino, noble Sir, 
Be pleas'd that I lhake off thefe names you give me : 
Antonio never yet was thief, or pirate ; 
Though I confefs, on bafe and ground enough, 
Orlino's enemy. A witcheraft drew me hither : 
That moft ungrateful boy there, by your lide, 
From the rude fea's enrag'd and foamy mouth 
Pid I redeem ; a wreek paft hope he was : 
His life I gave him, and did thereto add 
My love without rétention or reftrain^t; 
Ail his in dedication. For his fake, 
Did I expofe myfelf (pure for his love) 
loto the danger of this adverfe town \ 
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Drew to défend him, when he was befet ; 

Where being apprehended, his falfe cunning 

(Not meaning to partake with me in danger) 

Taught him to face me out of his acquaintance ; 

And grew a twenty years removed thing, 

While one would wink ; deny'd me mine own purfe, 

Which I had recommended to hisufe 

Not half an hour before. 

Vio. How can this be ? 

Duke. When came he to this town ? 

Ant. To-day, my Lord ; and for three months before 
(No interim 9 not a minute's vacancy) 
Both day and night did we keep company. 

SCENE III. Enter Olivia and attendants. 

Duke. Here cornes the Countefs ; now heav'n walks 
on earth. 

But for thee, fellow ; fellow, thy words are madnefs. 
Three months this youth hath tended upon me ; 
But more of thaï anon — Take him afide. — 

OU. What would my Lord, but that he may not have, 
Wherein Olivia may feem ferviceable ? 
Cefario, y ou do not keep promife with me. 

Vio. Madam! 

Duke. Gracious Olivia, 

OU. What do you fay, Cefario ? Good my Lord — 

Vio. My Lord would fpeak, my duty humes me. 

OU. If it be aught to the old tune, my Lord, 
It is as flat and fulfome to mine ear 
As howling after mufic. 

Duke. Still fo cruel ? 

OU. Still fo contant, Lord. 

Duke. What, to perverfenefs ? You uncivil Lady, 
To whofe ingrate and inairfpicious altars 
My foui the faithfulPft offerings has breath'd dut, 
That e'er dévotion tender'd. What fhall I do ? 

OU. Ev'n what it pleafe my Lord, that fhall become 
him. 

Duke. Why fhould I not, had I the heart to do 't, 
Like to th' Egyptian thief *, at point of death 

* The Egyptian thicf was ThyamU. Sec the ftory in the TUa* 
£inei and Cbariclea of HcRodorus. 



Digitized by G00gle 



Se. 3. What y ou nvill. Ï4Ç 

KM what I love ? (a favage jealoufy, 

That fometimes favours nobly). But hear me this : 

Since you to non-regardance caft ray faith, 

And that I partly know the infiniment, 

That ferews me from my true place in your favour ; 

Live you the marble-breafted tyrant ftill : 

But this your minion, whom I know you love, 

And whom, by heav'n, I fwear, I tender dearly, 

Hira will I tear out of that cruel eye, 

Where he fîts crowned in his mafter's fpight. 

Corne, boy, with me ; my thoughts are ripe in mif- 

Pll facrifice the kmb that I do love, [chief. 

To fpight a raven's heart within a dove. [Duke going. 

Vio. And I moftjocund, apt,. and willingly, 
To do you reft a thoufand deaths would die. \_follo r voing % 

OU. Where goes Cefario ? 

Vio. After him I love, 
More than I love thefe eyes, more than m'y life ; 
More, by ail mores, than e'er I fhall love wife. 
If I do feign, you witnefTes above 
Punifh my life, for tainting of my love ! 

OU. Ay me, detefted ! how am I beguil'd ? 

Vio. Who does beguile you ? who does do you wrong ? 

OU. Haft thou forgot thyfelf \ Is it fo long ? 
Call forth the holy father. 

Duke. Corne, away. [To Viola. 

OU. Whither, my Lord ? Cefario, hufband, flay. 

Duke. Hufband? 

OU. Ay, hufband. Can he that deay ? 

Duke. Her hufband, firrah ? 

Vio, No, my Lord, not I. - 

OU. Al as, it is the baferiefs of thy fear, 
That makes thee ftrangle thy propriety. 
Fear not, Cefario, take thy fortunes up : 
Be that thou know'ft thou art, and then thou art 
As great as that thou fear'ft. 

Enter Prie/!. 

O wel corne, father. 

Father, I charge thee by thy révérence, 
Here to unfold (thoMately we intended 
To keep in darkiefs, what occafion now 
Vol. III. N 



Digitized by G00gle 



146 Tnvelfth Night ; or, AcW. 

Reveals before 'tis ripe) what thou doft know 
Hath newly pafs'd between this youth and me. 

Prieft. A contrat of eternal bond of love, 
Cpnfirm'd by mutual joinder of your hands, 
Attefted by the holy clofe of lips, 
Strengthen'd by interchangement of your rings; 
And ail the ceremony of this compadt 
SeaPd in my fonction, by my teftimony : 
Since when, my watch hath told me, tow'rd my grave 
I have travell'd but two hours. 

* Duke. O thou diffembling cub ! what wilt thou be, 
When tirae hath fow'd a grizzèl on thy cafe ? 
Or will not elfe thy craft fo quickly grow, 
That thine own trip (hall be thine overthrow ? 
JFarewel, and take her ; but direct thy feet, 
Where thou and I henceforth may never meet. 

Vio. My Lord, I do protefl 

OU. O do not fwear ; 
Hold little faith, tho' thou haft too much fear ! 

SCENE IV. Enter Sir Andrew,™//^// headlroke. 

Sir And. For the love of God a furgeon, and fend 
cne prefently to Sir Toby. 
OU. What 's the matter ? 

Sir And. H 'as broke my head arrofs, and given Sîr 
•Joby a bloody coxcomb too : for the love of God, your 
help. I had rather than forty pound I were at home. 

OU. Who has done this, Sir . Andrew ? 

Sir And. The Duke's gentleman, one Cefario ; wc 
took him for a coward, but he 's the very devil incar- 
dinate. 

Duke. My gentleman, Cefario ? 

Sir And. Od's lifelings, here he îs. You broke my 
head for nothing ; and that that I did, I was fet on 10 
do't by Sir Toby. 

Vio. Why do you fpeak to me ? I never hurt you. 
You drew your fword^upon me without caufe ; 
But I befpake you fair, and hurt you not. 

Enter Sir Toby, and C/oivn. 

Sir And. If a bloody coxcomb bc a hurt, you hare 
Jajirt me. I thiuk you fct nodiing by a bloody cox- 



Digitized by G00gle 



Se. 5. What pu nui II. I4f 

comb. Here cornes Sir Toby halting, you (hall hear 
more ; but if he had not been in drink, he would have 
tickled you other-gates than he did. 

Duke. How now, gentleman ? how is 't with you ? 

SirTo. That 's ail one, he has hurt me, and there 's 
an end on 't. Sot, didft fee Dick furgeon, fot ? 

Clo. O he's drunk, Sir Toby, above an hour agone; 
his eyes were fet at eight i' th' morning. 

Sir To. Then he 's a rogue, and a pait-meafure Painim. 
I hate a drunken rogue. 

OU. Away with him : who hath made this havock 
with them ? 

Sir And. I '11 help you, Sir Toby, becaufe we'll be 
drefs'd together. 

Sir To. Will you help an afs-head y and a coxeorab, 
and a knave, a thin-fac'd knave, a gull ? 

[Exeurit Clo. To. and And. 

OU. Get him to bed, and let his hurt be look'd to. 

SCENE V. Enter Sebaftian. 

Seb. I am forry, Madam, I have hurt your kinfman : 
But had it been the brother of my blood, 
I rauft have done no lefs with wit and fafety. 

[AU Jîand in amaze. 
You throw a ftrange regard on me, by which, 
I do perceive it hath offended you ; 
Pardon me, fweet one, even for the vows 
We made each other, but fo late ago. 

Duke. One face, one voice, one habit, and two per- 
A nat'ral perfpe&ive, that is, and is not! [Tonsj 

Seb. Antonio, O my dear Antonio ! 
How have the hours rack'd and tortur'd me, 
Sînce I have loft thee ! 

Arit. Seballian are you ? 

Seb. Fear'ft thou that, Antonio f 

Ant. How have you made divifion of yourfelf? 
An apple, cleft in two, is not more twin 
Than thefe two créatures.- Which is SebafHan ? 

OU. Moft wonderful ! 

Seb. Do I ftand there ? I never had a brother 1 
Nor can there be that deity in my nature, 
Of here and every where. I had a fifter* 
N a' 
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Whom the blînd waves and furges have devour'd. 
Of charity, what kin are you to me ? [To Viola. 

What countryman ? what narae ? what parentage ? 

Vio. Of MefTaline ; Sebaftian was my father j 
Such a Sebaftian was my brother too : 
So went he fuited to his wat'ry tomb. 
If fpirits can affame both form and fuit, 
You corne to fright us. 

Seb. A fpîrit I am, indeed ; 
But am in that dimenlion grofsly clad, 
Which from the womb I did participate. 
Were you a woman, as the reft goes even» 
I fhould my tears let fall upon your cheek, 
And fay, " Thrice welcome, drowned Viola !: 

Vio.. My father had a mole upon his brow. 

Seb. And fo had mine. 

Vio. And dy'd that day, when Viola from her birtk 
Had numbred thirteen years. 

Seb. O, that record is lively in my foui ; " 
He finifhed, indeed, his mortal aft, 
That day that made my fifter thirteen years. 

Vio. If nothing lets to make us happy both. 
But this my mafculine ufurp'd attire ; 
Do not embrace me, till each circumftance 
Of place, time, fortune, do cohere and jump, 
That I am Viola; which to confirm, 
ï '11 bring you to a captain in this town 
Where lie my maids' weeds ; by whofe gentle help 
I was preferv'd to ferve this Noble Duke. 
AU the occurrence of my fortune fince 
Hath been between this Lady and this Lord. 

Seb. So cornes it, Lady, you have been miftook : 

[7V01mt. 

But nature to her bias drew in that. 
You would have been contradted to a maid, 
Nor are you therein, by my life, deceiv'd; 
You are betroth'd both to a maid'and man. 

Duke. Be not amaz'd : right noble is his blood : 
If this be fo, as yet the gîafs feems true, 
* I mail have mare in this moft happy wreck. 

Boy, thou haft faid to me a thoufand times, [To Vifr. 
Thou ne ver Ihould'ft loVÇ^oman like to me. 
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Vio. And ail thofe fayings will I over-fwear, 
And ail thofe fwearings keep as true in foui, 
As doth that orbed continent the fire, 
That fevers day from night. 

Duke. Give me thy hand, 
And let me fee thee in thy woman's weeds. 

Vio. The captain that did bring me firft on more, 
Hath my maids* garments : he upon fome action 
Is now in durance, at Malvolio's fuit, 
A gentleman and folio wer of my Lady's. 

OU. He fliall enlarge him : fetch Malvolio hitheri 
And yet, alas, now I remember me, 
They fay, poor gentleman ! he 's much diftracl. 

SCENE VI. 

Enter the Clown <with a letter 9 and Fabian. 

A moft extracling frenzy * of mine own 
From my remembrance clearly banifti'd his. 
How does he, firrah ? 

Clo. Truly, Madam, he holds Belzebub at the ftave's 
end, as well as a man in his cafe may do : h 'as here 
writa letter to you, I ftiould have given't you to-day 
morning. But as a madman's epiftles are no gofpels, 
fo it fkills not much when they are deliver'd. 

OU. Open't, and read it. 

Clo. Look then to be well edifyM, when the fool 

delivers the madman.' - By the Lord, Madam, 

[Rends. 

OU. How now, art m ad ? 

Clo. No, Madam ; I do but read madnefs : an your 
Ladyfhip will have it as it ought to be, you muft allow 
vox. 

OU. Pr'ythee read it i' thy right wits. 

Clo. So I do, Madona; but to read his right wits, 
is to read thus : therefore perpend, my Princefs, and 
give ear. 

OU. Read it you, firrah. [To Fabian , ; 

Fab. [Reads.] By the Lord 9 Madam, you ivrong me, 
mnd the ivorld /hall knonu it : though you have put me inta 

* i. 1. a frenzy that drew me away from every thing but te 
•wnobic£t 
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darknefs, ond g'ven your drunken uncle rule over me, yet 
have 1 the benefit of my fenfes as ivell as your Ladyfhip. I 
haveyour o\u7i ht ter that induccd me to tbe fembiance Iput 
on ; <with tbe ivbicb 1 doubt not but to do myfelf much rtght, 
or you mucb f?ame : think ofme as y ou pleafe. I leave m) 
duty a little unthought of, and fpeak out of my injury. 

The madly us'd Malvolio. 

OU. Did he write this ? 
Clo. Ay, Madam. 

Duke. This favours not much of diftra<5Hon. 

OU. Sec hhn deliver'd, Fabian ; bring him hither» 
My Lord, fo pleafe you, thefe things further thought on» 
To think me as welî a (ifter, as a wife ; 
One day fhall crown th' alliance on \ y fo pleafe you, 
ITere at my houfe, and at my proper coft. 

Duke. Madam, I am moft apt t' embrace your offer. 
Your mafter quits you ; and for your fervice done him,. 
Mo much againft the métal of your fex, [To Viola» 
So far beneath your foft and tender breeding ; 
/And fince you calPd me ma&er for fo long)» 
Hcre is my hand you mail from this time be 
Your mafter's miilrefs. 

Olh A fîfter, you are fhe. 

SCENE VII. Enter Malvoliov 
Duke. Is this the madman ? 

OU. Ay, my Lord, this famé. How now, MalvoKo ? 

Mal. Madam, you have done me wrong» notorious 

OU, Have I, Malvolio ? no. [wrong. 

Mal. Lad y, you have ; pray you, perufe that ktter. 
You mufl: not now deny it is your hand. 
Write from it if you can, in hand or phrafê ; 
Or fay r 'tis not your féal, nar your invention j 
You can fay none of this. Well, grant it then \ 
And tell me in the modefty of honour, 
Why you have given me fuch clear lights of favour, 
Bade me corne fmiling and crofs-garter'd to you, 
To put on yellow ftockings,. and to frowa 
Upon Sir Toby, and the lighter people i 
And a&Lng this in an obedient hope, 
"Why have you fuffer'd me to be imprifon'c^ * 
Kept in. a dark houfe > vifîted by the prieft> 
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And made the raoft notorious geck, and gull, 
That e'er invention plaid on ? tell me, why ? 

OU. Alas, Malvolio, this is not my writing, 
Though, I confefs, much like the charaéter : 
But, out of queftion, *tis Maria's hand. 
And now I do bethink me, it was fhe 
Firft told me thon waft mad ; then cam'ft thou fmiling, 
And in fuch forms which here were prefuppos'd * 
Upon thee in the letter : pr'ythee, be content ; 
This practice hath moft flirewdly pafs'd upon thee : 
But when we know the grounds and authôrs of it> 
Thou (hait be both the plaintiff and the judge 
Of thine own caufe. 

Fab. Good Madam, hear me fpeak ; 
And let no quarrel, nor no brawl to corne, 
Taint the condition of this prefent hour, 
Which I have wondred at. In hope it mail not» 
Moft freely I confefs, myfelf and Sir Toby 
Set this device againft Malvolio here, 
Upon fome ftubborn and uncourteous parti k 
We had conceivM againft him. Maria writ m 
The letter, at Sir Toby's great importance ; 
In recompence whereof he hath married her. 
How with a fportful malice it was follow'd, 
May rather piuck on laughter than revenge, 
If that the injuries be juftly weigh'd, 
That have on both fides pafs'd. 

OU. Alas, poor fool 1 how have they baffled thee ! 

Clo. Why y fome are born great, fome atchieve great' 
nefs , and fome bave great nefs thrufi upon them. I was one, 
Sir, in this interlude ; one Sir Topas, Sir ; but that's 
ail one: — by the Lord, fool, I am not mad but do you 
remember, Madam, — ivby laugh you at fuch a barren 
rafcal ? an you fmile not, he 9 s gagg'd : and thus the 
whirlgigg of time brings in his revenges. 

Mal. I '11 be reveng'd on the whole pack of you, 

iExit. 

OU. He hath been moft notorioufly abus'd. 
Duke. Purfue him, and intreat him to a peace ; 
He hath not told us of the captain yet ; 
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When that is known, and golden time convents, 

A folemn combination (hall be made 

Of onr dear fouis. Mean time, fweet fifter, 

We will not part from hence. — Cefario, come; 

(For fo you fhall be while you are a man) ; 

But when in other habits you are feen, 

Orfino's miitrefe, and his fancy's queen. [Excunt. 

Clown fings. 

* When that I *was a lit t le tiny boy, 

With hey, ho, the nvind and the rain : 
A foolijh thing <was But a toy, 

For the rain it raineth every day. 
But when I came to mari* s ejiate, 

With hey, ho, &c. 
'Gainfl knaves and thieves men Jbut their gâte* 

For the rain, Sec. 
But ivhen I came, alas ! to ivive, 

Withhey, ho, &c. 
By fwaggering could I never thrive, 

For the rain, &c. 
But nvhen I came unto my beds, 

With hey, ho, &c. 
With tofs-pots Jiill had drunken hcads> 

For the rain, &c. 
A great while ago the ivorld begun, 

With hey, ho, &c. 
But that 9 s ail one, our play is donc ; 

And ive 'Il Jirive to pleafe you every day. 

[Exit. 

J Thîs poor ftnff appears to be the players, not Shakefpear's. 
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******************** + 
DRAMATIS PERSONNE. 



Sali nu s, Duke of Ephefus. 
JfLgeon, a mer chant of Syracufe. 

Antiphoiis onJ™ n ; o 

A "t^h^!" 5 * ç>and ASmilia, but 

^tc^IlIZ^ P Twin-brothers, and 

Syracufe,)) An,, f bobs '• 
BaJthazar, a merchant 
Angelo, agoîdfrmth. 



A Merchant, frieni to Antipbo- 

Jis §f Syracufe. 
Dr Pinch, a fchoolmajier, and « 

conjurer. 

Mm\\h t ivife to Mgeon, an ah- 

hefs at Ephefus. 
Adriana, ivife to Antipholis of 

Ephefus. 
Luciana, fifier to Adriana. 
Luce, fervant to Adriana» 

Jailor y Officers, and otbcr Ai' 
tendants. 



SCENE, Ephefus. 
************************** 

ACTI. SCENE I. 

The Duke's palace. 

Enter the Duke ^Ephefus, Mgeon, Jatlor, and other 
Attendants. 



JEgeon. TPVRoceed, Salînus, to procure my fall, 

And by the doom of death end woet 
and ail. 

Duke. Merchant of Syracufe, plead no more ; 
I am not partial to infringe our laws : 
The enmity, and difeord, which of late 
Sprung from the ranc'rous outrage of your Duke, 
To merchants, our well-dealing countrymen, 
( Who, wanting gilders to redeem their lives, 
Have feal'd his rigorous ftàtutes with their bloods), 
Excludes alJ pity from our threat'ning looks. 
For, fince the mortal and intefttne jars 

* The plot taken from the Mcntcbmi of PîautKs. 



Digitized by G00gle 



154 The Comedy of Errors. À& I. 

'Twixt thy feditious countrymen and us, 

It hath in folemn fynods been decreed, 

Both by the Syracufans and ourfelves, 

T'admit no traffic to our adverfe towns; 

Nay, more, if any born at Ephefus 

Be feen at Syracufan marts and fairs ; 

Again, if any Syracufan born 

Corne to the bay of Ephefus, he dies : 

His goods confifcate to the Duke's difpofe, 

Unlefs a thoufand marks be levied 

To quit the penalty, and ranfom him. 

Thy fubftance, valu'd at the higheft rate, 

Cannot amount unto a hundred marks ; 

Therefore, by law thou art condemn'd to die. 

JEgeon. Yet this my comfort, when. your words art 
done, 

My woes end likewife with the evening-fun. 

Duke. Well, Syracufan, fay, in brief, the caufe, 
Why thou departed'ft from thy native home; 
And for what caufe thou cam'ft to Ephefus. 

JEgeon. A heavier tafk could not hâve been impos'i 
Than I to fpeak my grief unfpeakable : 
Yet that the world may witnefs, that my end 
Was wrought by nature # , not by vile offence, 
I '11 utter what m y forrow gives me leave. 
In Syracufa was I born, and wcd 
Unto a woman, happy but for me ; 
And by me too, had not our hap been bad : 
With her I liv'd in joy ; our wealth increas'd, 
By profperous voyages I often made 
To Epidamnum ; till my faétor's death, 
And the great care of goods at random left, - . 
Drew me from kind embracements of my fpoufe ; 
From whom my abfence was not fix months old, 
Before herfelf (almoft at fainting under 
The pleafing punifhment that women bear) 
Had made provifion for her following me, 
And foon, and fafe, arrived where I was. 
There fhe had not been long, but {he became 
A joyful mother of two goodly fons ; 
And, which was ft range, the one fo like the other, 

* t. e. by a natural cvent, by the courfe of providence. 
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As could not be diltinguiuYd but by names. 

That very hour, and in the felf-fame inn, 

A poor mean woman was deli^vered 

Of fuch a burthen, maie twins both alike : 

Thofe (for the parents were exceeding poor) 

I bought, and brought up to attend my fons. 

My wife, not meanly proud of two fuch boys', 

Made daily motions for our home-return : 

Unwilling, I agreed ; alas, too foon I 

We came aboard. 

A league from Epidamnum had we faiPd, 
Before the always wind-obeying deep 
Gave any tragic inftance of our ha m ; 
But longer did we not retain much hope : 
For what obfcured light the heav'ns did grant, 
Did but convey unto our fearful minds 
A doubtful warrant of immédiate death ; 
Which tho' myfelf would gladly have embrac'd, 
Yet the incefTant weeping of my wife, 
(Weeping before, for what me faw muft corne), 
And piteous plainings of the pretty babes, 
That mourn'd for fa/hion, ignorant what to fear, 
Forc'd me to feek delays for them and me. 
And this it was ; (for other means were none). 
The failors fought for fafety by our boat, 
And left the fhip, then finking-ripe, to us ; 
My wife, more careful for the elder born, 
Had faften'd him unto a fmall fpare mail, 
Such as feafaring men provide for ftorms ; 
To him one of the other twins was bound, 
Whilft I had been like heedful of the other. 
The children thus difpos'd, my wife and I, 
Fixing our eyes on whom our care was fix'd, 
Faften'd ourfelves at either end the maft ; 
And floating ftraight, obedient to the ftream, 
Were carry'd towards Corinth, as we thought. 
At length the fun, gazing upon the earth, 
Difpers'd thofe vapours that offended us ; 
And, by the benefit of his wifh'd light, 
The feas wax*d calm ; and we difcover'd 
Two fhips from far making amain to us, 
Of Corinth that, of Epidaurus this 5 
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But ère they came — Oh, let me fay no more ! 
Gather the fequel by that went before. 

Duke. Nay, forward, old man, do not break off fo ; 
For we may pity, tho' not pardon thee. 

JEgeon. Oh, had the gods done fo, I had not now 
Worthily term'd them mercilefs to us. 
For ère the mips could meet by twice five leagues, 
We were encountered by a mighty rock ; 
Which being violently borne upon, 
Our helplefs (hip was fplitted in the midfr, : 
So that, in this unjuft divorce of us, 
Fortune had left tp both of us alike 
What to delight in, what to forrow for. 
Her part, poor foui ! feeming as burdened 
With lefTer weight, but not with le/Ter woe, 
Was carry'd with more fpeed before the wind, 
And in our fight they three were taken up 
By fiftiermen of Corinth, as we thought. 
At length, another fhip had feiz'd on us ; 
And knowing whom it was their hap to fave, 
Gave helpful welcome to their mipwreck'd guefts ; 
And would have reft the fifhers of their prey, 
Had not their bark been very flow of fail ; 
And therefore homeward did they bend their courfe.— 
-Thus have you heard me fever'd from my blifs ; 
That by misfortunes was my life prolong'd, 
To tell fad ftories of my own mifhaps. 

Duke. And, for the fakes of them thou forrow'ft for* 
Do me the favour to dilate at full 
What hath befall'n of them, and thee, till now. 

JEgeon. My youngeft boy, and yet my eldeft carç, 
At eighteen years, became inquifitive 
After his brother ; and importun'd me, 
That his attendant (for his cafe was like, 
Reft of his brother, but retain'd his name) 
Might bear him company in queft of him : 
Whom whilft I labour'd of a love to fee, 
I hazarded the lofs of whom I lov'd. 
Five fummers have I fpent in fartheft Greece» 
Roaming clean through the bounds of Alla, 
And coaftifig homeward, came to Ephefus : 
Hopelefs to find, yet loth to leave unfought, 
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Or that, or any place that harbours men. 
But hère rauft end theftory of my Hfe; 
And happy were I in my timely death, 
Could alî my travels warrant me they live, 

Duke. Haplefs Mgeon, whom the fates have mark'd 
To bear th' extremity of dire mifhap ; 
Now, truft me, were it not againft our laws, 
( Which princes, would they, may not difannul) ; 
Againft my crown, my oath, mydignity, 
My foui fhould fue as advocate for thee. 
But, tho' thou art adjudged to the death, 
And pafled fentence may not be recall'd, 
But to our honour's great difparagement ; 
Yet will I favour thee in what I can ; 
I therefore, merchant, limit thee this day, 
To feek thy life by bénéficiai help : 
*Try ail the friends thou haft in Ephefus, 
Beg thou, or borrow, to make up the fum, 
And live; if not, then thou art doom'd to die, 
Jaîlor, take him to thy euftody. 

Liïxcunt Duke, and train. 

Jatî. I will, my Lord. 

JEgeon. Hopelefs and hdplefs doth iEgeon wend, 
But tp procraftinate his lifelefs end. ° $ 

lExeunt Pigeon and Jailor. 

SCENE II. Changes to the ftreet 4 
Enter Antiphetts of Syracufe, a Merchant, and Dromio. 

Mer. Therefore give out, you are of Epidumnum, 
Left that your goods too foon be confifeate. 
This very day, a Syracufan merchant 
Is apprehended for arrivai here ; 
And, not being able to buy out his life, 
According to the itatute of the town, 
Dies ère the weary fun fet in the weft : 
There is your money that I had to keep. 

Ant. Go bear it to the Centaur, where we hoft, 
And ftay there, Dromio, till I corne to thee : 
Within this hour it will be dinner-time ; 
"Till that I'Jl viev/ the manners of the town, 
Perufe tbe traders, gaze upon the buildings, 

Voi*. III. *' 
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And then return, and fleep within mine inn; 
For with long travel I am ftiff and weary. 
Get thee away. 

Dro. Many a man would take you at your word, 
And go indeed, having fo good a means. 

[Exit Dromio. 
' Ant. A trufty villain, Sir, that very ofr, 
When I am dull with care and melancholy, 
Lightens my humour with his merry jefts. 
What, will you walk with me about the town, 
Afcd then go to the inn, and dine with me ? 

Mer. I am invited, Sir, to certain merchants, 
Of whom I hope to make much benefît : 
I crave your pardon. Soon at five o'clock, 
Pleafe you, Fil meet with you upon the mart, 
And afterward confort you till bed-time: 
My prefent bufinefs calls me from you now. 

slnt. Farewel till then ; I will go lofe myfelf, 
And wander up and down to view the city. 

Mer. Sir, I commend you to your own content. 

\Exit Merchant. 

SCENE III. 

Ant. He that commends me to my own côntentj 
Commends me to the thing I cannot get. 
I to the world am like a drop of water, 
That in the océan feeks another drop, 
Who falling there to find his fellow forth, 
Unfeen inquifitive, confounds himfelf : 
So I, to find a mother and a brother, 
In queft of them, unhappy, lofe myfelf. 

Enter Dromio of Ephefus. 

Hère cornes the almanack of my true date. 
What now ? how chance thou art return'd fo foon ! 
E. Dro. Return'd fo foon ? rather approach'd to» 
late : 

The capon burns, the pîg falîs from the fpit, 
The clock has ftrucken twelve upon the bell ; 
My m*ftrefs madeit one upon my cheek, 
She is fo hot, bccaufe th- meat is cold; 
The mcat is cold, becaufe you come not home j 
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You corne not home, becaufe y ou have no ftomach : 
You have no ftomach, having broke your faft; 
But we, that know what 'tis to faft and pray, 
Are pénitent for your default to-day. 

Ant. Stop in your wind, Sir ; tell me this, I pray, 
Where you have left>the money that I gave you ? 

E. Dro. Oh, — fixpence that I had a Wednafday laft, 
To pay the faddîer for my miftrefs' crupper ? 
The faddler had it, Sir ; I kept it not. 

Ant. I am not in a fportive humour now \ 
Tell me and dally not, where is the money ? 
We being ftrangers here, how dar'ft thou truft 
So great a charge from thine own euftody ? 

E. Dro. I pray you, jeft, Six, as you fit at dinner: 
I from my miftrefs come to you in poil ; 
If I return, I mail be poft indeed ; 
For ftie will feore your fault upon my pate. 
Methinks your maw, like mine, fhould be your clock, 
And ftrike you home without a meiïenger. 

Ant. Come, Dromio, come, thefe jefts are out of 
feafon ; 

Referve them till a merrierhour than this. 
Where is the gold I gave in charge to thee ? 

E . Dro. To me, Sir? why, you gavefno gold to me. 

Ant. Come on, Sir Knave, have donc your foolilhnefs ; 
And tell me how thou haft difpos'd thy charge ? 

E. Dro. My charge was but to fètch you from the 
mart 

Home to your houfe, the Phoenix, Sir, to dinner ; 
My miftrefs and her lifter ftay for you. 

Ant. Now, as I am a Chriftian anfwer me, 
In what fafe place you have beftow'd my money; 
Or I (hall break that merry feonce of your's, 
That ftands on tricks when I am undifpos'd : 
Where are the thoufand marks thou hadft of me ? 

E. Dro. I have fome marks of your's upon my pate } 
Some of my miftrefs* marks upon my fhoulders ; 
But not a thoufand marks between you both.— — * 
If I fhould pay your Worfliip thofe again, 
Perchance you will not bear them patiently. 

Ant. Thy miftrefs' marks ; what miftrefs, flave, h*!k 
thou ? 

O a 
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E. Dro. Your Wormip's wife, my miftrefs at tM 
Phœnix; 

She that doth faft till you corne home to dinner ; 
And prays that you will hie you home to dinner. 

Ant. What wilt thou flout me thus nnto my face, 
Beiog forbid ? there take you that, Sir Knave. 

E. Dro. What mean you, Sir ? for God's fake bold 
your hands ; 
Nay, an you will not, Sir, Pli take my heels. 

[Exit Dromio. 

Ant. Upon my life, by fome device or other, 
The villain is o'er-wrought of ail my money. 
They fay, this town is full of cozenage ; 
As nimble jugglers that deceive the eye ; 
Drug-working forcerers that change the mind ; 
Soul-killing witches that deform the body ; 
Difguifed cheaters, pgating mountebanks, 
And many fuch like libertines of fin : 
ïf it prove fo, I will be gone the fooner. 
I '11 to the Centaur, to go feek this flave : 
I greatly fear my money is not fafe. [Exit, 

A C T II. SCENES 

The houfc of Antipholis of Epbefur. 
Enter* Adriana and Luciana. 

Adr. ^WT Either my hufband, nor the flave return'd, 
That in fuch hafte I fent to feek his mafter ! 

Sure, Luciana, k is two o'clock. 

Luc. Perhaps fome merchant hath invited him, 

And from the mart he 's fomewhere gone to dinner : 

Good fifter, let us dine, and never fret. 

A man is mafter of his liberty : 

Time is their mafler ; and when they fee time, 

They'll go or come ; if fo, be patient, fifter. 

Adr. Why ftiould their liberty than ours be more l 
Luc. Becaufe their bufinefs ftill lies out a-door. 
Adr. Look, when I ferve him fo, he takes it ilh 
Luc. Oh, know, he is the bridle of your will» 
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Adr. There's none but afles will be bridled fo. 
Luc. Why, head-frrong liberty is lalh'd with WQC 
There's nothing fituate under heav'n's eye, 
But hath its bound in earth, in fea, in lky : 
The beafts, the fîmes, and the winged fowls, 
Are their maies' fubjects, and at their controuls* 
Men more divine, the mafters of ail thefe, 
JLorda of the wide world, and wide wat'ry feas, 
Endu'd with intellectual fenfe and foui, 
Of more preheminence than fifli and fowl, 
Are raafters to their females, and their lords : 
Xhen let your. will attend on their accords. 

Adr. This fervitude makes you to keep unwed, 
J^uc. Not this, but troubles of the marriage-bed. 
Adr. But were you wedded, you would bear foine 
Luc. Ere I learn love, I'H pracîife to obey. [fway„ 
Adr. How if your hufband ftart fome other where ? 
Luc. Till he come home again, I would forbear. 
Adr. Patience unmov'd, no maryel tho' ftie paufe ; 
They can be meek that have no other caufe : 
A wretched foui, bruis'd with adverfity, 
We bid be quiet, when we hear it cry ; 
But were we burden'd with like weight of pain, 
As muc*h, or more, we fhould ourfelves complain. 
§o thou, that hall no unkind mate to grieve thee, 
With urgirig helplef9 patience would'ft relieve me 5 
But if thou live to fee like right bereft, 
This fool-begg'd patience in thee will be left* 

Luc. WeH, [ will marry ©ne day but to try ; 
Here cornes your man, now is your hufband nigh; 

SCENE II. Enter Dromio of Epbefur. 

Adr. Say, is your tardy mafter now at hand? 

E. Dro. Nay, he's at two hands with mcj and thaf 
xny two ears can witnefs. 

Adr. Say, did'A thou fpeak with him ? know'ft thou» 
bis mind ? 

E. Dro. Ay r ay, he told me his rm'nd upon mineear.. 
Befhrew his hand, I fearce could undenftandit. 

Luc. Spake he fo doubtfully, thou could'iï not feel 
bis meaning ? 

E. Dro. Nay, he ftruck fo plainly, I could too weli 
O i 
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feel his blows ; and withal fo doubtfully, that I could 
fcarce underftand them. 

Adr. But fay, I pr'ythee, is he coraing home ? 
It feems he hath great care to pleafe his wife. 

E. Dro. Why, miftrefs, fure my mafter is horn-mad. 

j4dr. Horn-mad, thou villain ! 

E. Dro. Imean not cuckold mad; but furehe's ftark 
When I defir'd him to corne home to dinner, [mad : 
He afk'd me for a thoufand marks in gold : 
'Tis dinner-time, quoth I ; My gold, quoth he : 
Your meat doth burn, quoth 1 ; My gold, quoth he : 
Will you corne home, quoth I ? My gold, quoth hej 
Where is the thoufand marks I gave thee, villain ? 
The pig, quoth I, is burn'd ; My gold, quoth he ; 
My miftrefs, Sir, quoth I ; Hang up thy miftreis ! 
I know not thy miftrefs; out on thy miftrefs ! 

Luc. Quoth who ? 

E. Dro. Quoth my mafter : 
I know, quoth he, no houfe, no wife, no miftrefs ; 
So that my errand, due unto my tongue, 
I thank him, I bare home upon my fhoulders; 
For, in conclufîon, he did beat me there. 

Adr. Go back again, thou flave, and fetch him 
home. 

E. Dro. Go back again, and be new beaten home ? 
For God's fake fend fome other mefienger. 

Jdr. Back, flave, or I will break thy pate acrofs. 
E. Dro. And he will biefs that crofs with other beat- 
ing: 

Between you I fhall have a holy head. 

Adr. Hence, prating peafant, fetch thy mafter home. 

E. Dro. Am I fo round with you as you with me, 
That like a foot-ball you do fpurn me thus ? 
You fpurn me hence, and he will fpurn me hither : 
If I laft in this fervice, you muft cafe me in leather. 

[Exit. 

SCENE III. 

Luc. Fie, how impatience lowreth in your face ï 
Adr. His company muft do his mimons grâce, 

Whilft l at home ftarve for a merry look. 

Hath homely âge th' alluring beauty toot 
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Frora my poor cheek ? then, he hath wafted ît. 

Are my difeourfes dull ? barren my wit ? 

If voluble and fharp difeourfe be marr'd, 

Unkindnefs blunts it, more than marble hard. 

Do their gay veftments his affections bait ? 

That's not my fault : he's maffcer of my ftate. 

Wkat ruins are in me, that can be found 

By him not ruin'd ? then is he the ground 

Of my defeatures. My decayed fair 

A funny look of his would foon repair. 

But, too unruly dear, he breaks the pale, 

And feeds from home ; poor I am but his ftale. 

Luc . Self-harming jealoufy ! — fie, beat it hence. 

Adr. Unfeeling fools can with fuch wrongs difpenfe. 
I know his eye doth homage other-where ; 
Or elfe what lets it, but he would be here ? 
Sifter, you know he prormYd me a chain ; 
Would that alone, alone, he would detain, 
So he would keep fair quarter with his bed. 
I fee the jewel beft enameled, 
Will lofe his beauty ; and the gold bides ftiJI, 
That others touch ; yet often touching will 
Wear gold : and fo no man that hath a name, 
But falfehood, and corruption, doth it marne. 
Since that my beauty cannot pleafe his eye, f ' 

I '11 weep what's left away, and weeping die. > 

Luc. How many fond fools ferve mad jealoufy ! 3 

\Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. Changes to thejîreet. 

Enter Antipholis of Syracufe. 

Ant. The gold I gave to Dromio is laid up 
Safe at the Centaur ; and the heedful flave 
Is wander'd forth in care to feek me out. 
By computaiion, and mine hoft's report, 
I could not fpeak with Dromio, fînee at fïrft 
I fent him from the mart. See, here he cornes. 

Enter Dromio of Syracufe. 

How now, Sir ? is your merry humour alter'd i 
As you loye ftrokes, fo jeft with me agaia. 
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Y ou know do Centaur ? y ou receiv'd no gold ? 
Your miftrefs fent to have me home to dinner ? 
My houfe was at the Phœnix ? waft thou mad, 
That thus fo madly thou didft anfwer roe ? 

S. Dro. What anfwer, Sir ? when fpake I fuch, a 
word ? 

Ant. Even now, even here, not half an hour fînce. 

S. Dro. I did not fee you fince you fent me hence 
Home to the Centaur, with the gold you gare me. 

Ant. Villain, thou didft deny the gold's receipt ; 
And told'ft me of a miftrefs, and a dinner ; 
For which I hope thou felt 'ft I was difpleas'd. 

S. Dro. l 'm glad to fee you in this merry vein * 
What means this jeft, I pray you, mafter, tell me ? 

Ant. Yea, doft thou jeer and ftout me in the teeth t 
Think'ft thou I j^ft? hold, take thou that, and that. 

[Beats Dro. 

S. Dro. Hold, Sir, for God's fake, now your jeft i» 
earneft ; 

Upon what bargain do you gîve it me ? 

Ant. Becaufe that I familiarly fometimes 
Do ufe you for my fool, and chat with y ou* 
Your faucinefs will jeft upon my love y 
And make a common of my ferious hours. 
"\Vhen the fun mines, let foolifh gnats make fport j. 
But creep in crannies when he hides hi$ beams. 
If you/will jeft with me, know my afpeft, 
And fafhion your demeanour to my looks ; 
Or I will beat this method* in your fconce-jv 

* Method, for inftruftion. 
j. yourfconce. 

S. Dro. Sçoncc, call you xt? fo you would Ieavc batterîng, I 
liad rather have k a head ; an you ufe thefe blows long, l muftge* 
afconce formy head, and infconce it too, or elfe I Ihull feekmy 
wit m my Ihouldcrs. But, I pray, Sir, why am I beaten- l 

Ant. Doft thou not know ? 

S. Dro. Nothing, Sfr, but that I aro.beatem 

Ant. Shall J tell you why ? 

S. Dro. Ay. Sir, and wherefore ; for, tbey fay, every why 
hath a wherefore. 

Ant. Why, Hrft, for flouting me ; and when wherefore, far 
urging it the fécond time to roe. 

JS. Dro. Was therc ever any roaa thys beajen out ojf ftafav 
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SCENE V. Enter Adriana and Luciana. 

j4dr. A y, ay, Antipholis, look ftrange and frown, 
Some other miftrefs hath thy fweet afpeds : 
I am not Adriana, nor thy wife. 
The time was once, when thou, unurg'd, wouldfl vow, 
' That never words were mufic to thine ear, 

• That never objed pleafîng in thine eye, 

* That never touch well welcome to thy hand, 

When, in the why, and wherefore, is neither rhime nof reafon? 
Well, Sir, I thank you. 

Ant. Thank me, Sir, for what ? 

S. Dro. Marry, Sir, for this fomething that you gave me for 
nothing. 

Ant. 1*11 make you amends next, to give you nothing for fome- 
thing. But fay, Sir, is it dinner-time ? 

S. Dro. No, Sir, I think the meat wants that I haYC. 
Ant. In good time, Sir, what 's that ? 
S. Dro. Bafting. 

Ant. Well, Sir, then Will be dry. 

S . Dro. If it be, Sir, I pray you eat none of it. 

Ant. Yourreafon? 

S. Dro. Left it make you choleric, and purchafe me anothef 
iry-ba(ling. 

Ant . Well, Sir, learn to jeft in good time ; there's a time for 
ail things. 

S. Dro. I durit have deny'd that, before you were fo choleric. 
Ar.t. By what rule, Sir ! 

S. Dro. Marry, Sir, by a rule as plain as the plain bald paie of 
father Time himfclf. 
Ant. Let\s hear it. 

S. Dro. There's no time for a man to recover his hair, that 
grows bald by nature, 

Ant. May he not do it by fine and recovery ? 

S. Dro, Yes, .to pay a fine for a peruke, and recover the loft hair 
•f another man. 

Ant. Why is Time fuch a niggard of hair, being, as it is, Co 
plentiful an excrément ? 

S. Dro. Bccaufe it is a bleflîng that he beftows on beafts ; and 
what he hath feanted men in hair, he hath given them in wit. 

Ant. Why, but there's many a man hath more hair than wit. 

S. Dro. Not a man of thofe, but he hath the wit to lofe his hair. 

Ant. Why, thou didft conclude hairy men plain dealers without, 
wit. 

S Dro. The plainer dealer, the fooner loft ; yet hc lofes it U 
a kind of jollity. 

Ant, For what reafon ? 
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* That never meat fweet-favour'd in thy tafte, 

* Unlefs I fpake, or look'd, or touché, or carv'd. 
How cornes it now, my hufband, oh, how cornes it, 
That thou art thus eftranged from thyfelf ? 
Thyfelf I call it, being ftrange to me. 

That, undividable, incorporate, 

Am better than thy dear felf's better part. 

Ah, do not tear away thyfelf from me : 

For know, my love, as eafy may'ft thou fall 

A drop of ater in the breaking gulph, 

And take unmingled thence that drop again, 

Without addition or diminifhing, 

As take from me thyfelf, and not me too. 

How dearly would it touch thee to the quick, 

Should'ft thou but hear I were Hcentious ? 

And that this body, confecrate to thee, 

By ruffian luft ftiould be contaminafe ? 

Would'ft thou not fpit at me, and fpurn at nie. 

And hurl the name of hufband in my face, 

And tear the ftain'd fkin of my harlot-brow, 

And from my falfe hand eut the wedding-ring, 

And break it with a deep-divorcing vow ? 

I know thou can'ft ; and therefore fee thou do it* 

I am pofTefs'd with an adulterate blot ; 

My blood is mingled with the crime of luft : 



S. Dro. For two, and found ones too. 

Ant. Nay, not found, I pray you. 

S Dro, Sure ones then. 

Ant. Nay, not fure in a thing falfing. " 

S. Dro, Certain ones then. 

Ant. Name them. 

S. Dro. The cne to fave the rooney that he fpends 5n tyring; 
the other, that at dinner they ûVmld not drop in his porridge. 

Ant. You would ail this time have prov'd, there is no tiroe for 
ail things. 

S. Dro. Marry, and did, Sir; namely, no time to recover htir 
loft by nature. 

Ant. But your reafon was not fubftantial» why there »s no time 
to recover. 

S. Dro. Thus I mend it : Time himfelf is balds and therefort 
to the world's end will have bald followers. 

A ht, I knew 'twould be a bald concluûon*. but, foftl whowaw 
%s yonder? 

SCENE, &Cé 
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For if we two be one, and thou play falfe, 

I do digeft the poifon of thy flefh, 

Being ftrumpeted bythy contagion. 

Keep then fair league and truce with thy true bed ; 

1 live diftain'd, thou undifhonoured. 

Ant. Plead you to me, fair dame ? I know you not : 
In Ephefus I am but two hours old, 
As ftrange unto your town as to your talk *. 

Luc. Fie, brother ! how the world is chang'd with 
When were you wont to ufe my fifter thus ? [y ou • 
She fent for you by Dromio home to dinner. 

Ant. By Dromio ? 

S. Dro. By me ? 

Adr. By thee ; and thus thou didft return from him, 
That he did buffet thee ; and in his blows 
Deny'd my houfe for his, me for his wife. 

Ant. Did you converfe, Sir, with this gentlewoman ? 
What is the courfe and drift of your compact ? 

S. Dro. I, Sir, I never faw her till this time. 

Ant. Villain, thou lyeft ; for even her very words 
Didft thou deliver to me on the mart. 

S. Dro. I never fpoke with her in ail my life. 

Ant. How can me thus then call us by our names, 
Unlefs it be by infpiration ? 

Adr. How ill agrées it with your gravity, 
To counterfeit thus grofsly with your flave, 
Abetting him to thwart me in my mood ? 
Be-it my wrong, you are from me exempt f, 
But wrong not that wrong with a more contempt. 
Corne, I will faften on this fleeve of thine ; 
" Thou art an elm, my hufband, I a vine : 
«« Whofe weaknefs, marry'd to thy ftronger ftate, 
" Makes me with thy ftrength to communicate ; 
" If aught poffefs thee from me, it is drofs, 
" Ufurping ivy, briar, or idle mofs ; 
** Who, ail for want of pruning, with intrufioa 
Infect thy fap, and live on thy confufîon, 

• — as to your talk. 

Who, every word by ail my wit being fcann'd, 
Wants wit in ail one w ord 10 undcrlland. 

Luc. Fie, brother, &c* 

f Exempt for ejiranged. 
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Ant . To me (he fpeaks : (he mo ves me for her thème ; 
What, was I marry'd to her in my dreara ? 
Or Geep I now, and thinkj hear ail. this ? 
What error drives our eyes and ears amiis ? 
Until I know this fure uncertainty, 
PU entertain the favour'd fallacy. 

L«c. Dromio, go bid the fervants ipread for dinner*. 

Adr. Corne, corne, no longer will I be a fool, 
To put the finger in the eye, and weep, 
Whilft man and mafter laugh my woes to fcorn. 
Corne, Sir, to dinner; Dromio, keep the gâte; 
Hu (b 4 nd, I '11 dine above with you to-day, 
And fhrive you of a thoufand idle pranks ; 
Sirrah, if any afk you for your mafter, 
Sav he dines forth, and let no créature enter : 
Corne, fifter; Dromio, play the porter well 

Ant Am I in earth, in heaven, or in nell i 
Sleeping or waking, mad or well advis'd ? 
Known unto thefe, and to myfdf diiguis d ? 
m fay as they fay, and perfever fo ; 
And in this mift at ail adventures go 

S Dre. Mafter, (hall I be porter at the gâte ? ) 

Àdr Ay, let none enter, left I break your pate. > 

Luc' Corne, corne, Antipholis, we dine too l *j£^J 

« fpread for dinner. 

S Dro Oh, formybeads! I crofs me for a fmner. 
This is the Fairyland: oh, fpight of fpights ! 
Wetolk withgoblins, owls, and clvilh fpnghts ; 
If we obey them not, this will enfue, 
1 hey'll fuck our breath, and pin* us Mack and Mue, 

Z*. Whyprat'ft thou to thyfelf, and aniwer'ft no f 
Dromio, thou drone, thoufo.il, thou Oug, thou fot! 

S Dro. I am transforroed, Mafter. am not I ! 

Ant. 1 think thou art in mind, and fo am I. 

S Dro., Nay, Mafter, both in mind and m my mape. 

Ant. Th^ haft thine own form. 

S Drt No; I am an ape. 

lue IL thou art changM to aught, »tw to an aft. 

3? Dro 'Tfc true; ibe rides me, and I long tor grafc. 
*TîsVo, I am an afs; elfe it could nevçrbe, 
But I foould know her, as well as fhe knows me. 

Mr. Corne, corne, &c. 
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A C T III. SCENE I. 

The Jîreet before AntipholrsV houfe. 

Enter Antipholis «j/'Ephefus, Dromio <?/*Ephefus, An- 
gelo, and Balthazar. 

E. Ant. Ood Signior Angelo, you muft exeufe us ; 

V J My wife is mrewifh when I keep not 
Say, that I linger'd with you at your fhop [hours ; 
To fee the making of her carkanet ; 
And that to-morrow you will bring it home. 
But here's a villain, that would face me down 
He met me on the mart, and that I beat him ; 
And charg'd him with a thoufand marks in gold ; 
And that I did deny my wife and houfe : 
Thou drunkard, thou, what didil thou mean by this * l 
I think thou art an afs. 

E. Dro. Marry, fo it do.th appear 
By the wrongs I fuffer, and the blows I bear ; . 
I ihould kick, being kick'd ; and, being at that pafs, 
You wouid keep from my heels, and beware of an afs. 

E. Ant. Y'arefad, Signior Balthazar. Pray God, 
our cheer 

May anfwer my good-will, and your good welcome 
hère f. 

* mean by this ? 

E. Dro. Say what you will, Sir ; but I know what I know ; 
That you beat me at the mart, I have your hand to fliow; 
If the skin were parchment, and the blows you gave were ink, 
Your own hand-writing would tell you what I think. 

E. AiJ. I think, <ùrc. * v 

■j- good welcome herc. 

Bah I hold your dainties cheap, Sir, and your welcome dear. 
E. At.t. Ah, Signior Balthazar, either at flelh or fifh, - 
A table-full of welcome makes fearce one dainty difh. 

Bal. Good meat, Sir, is common ; that every churl efforâs. 
E. Ant. And welcome more common ; for that's nothin^ ^ ut 
word s. 

Bal. Small cheer, and great welcome, makes a merry feaft. 

£. Ant. Ay, to a niggardly hoft, and more fpaiin^ guclt ; 
But though my cates be mean, take them in good part t 
Better cheer may you have, but not wiih bçtter heurt. 
But, foft, fcc. 

Vol. III. P 
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But, foft ; my door is lock'd; go bid them let us in. 
E. Dro. Maudy Bridget, Marian> Cicely, Gillian, 
Cinn ! 

S. Dro. [IVithinJ] Morne, malt-horfe, capon, cox- 

comb, idiot, patch ! 
Either get thee frora thc door, or fit down atthe hatch : 
Doft thou conjure for wcnches, thatthou caH'ftfor fuch 

ftore, 

When one is one too many ? go, get thee from the door*, 
• _ get thee from the door. 

E. Dro. What patch is made our porter? my mafter ftays in 

the ftreet. 

S. Dro. Let hi-.n walk from whenec he came, left he catch cold 

on's feet. 

F. . Atit. Who talks within there ? boa, open the door. 

S. Dro. Rtght, Sir; I '11 tell you when, an you '11 tell me 
wherefore. 

F. Ant. Wherefore? for my dinner : I have not din*d to-day. 
S. Dro. Nor to-day here you muft not : corne again when you 

m;..y. 

E. Ant. What art thou that keep'ft me out from thc houfe I 
owe ? 

S. Dro» The porter for this time, Sir, and my name is Dromio. 

E. Dro. O villain, thouhaft ftol'n both mine office and myneme : 
The one ne'er got me crédit, the other mickle blâme. 
If thou had'ft been Dromio to-day in my place, 
Thou would'ft have chang'd thy face for a name, or thy namc 
for an afs. 

Luce. [Within.'} What a coile is there, Dromio ? who are thofè 
E. Dro. Let my mafter in, Luce. [at the gâte ? 

. Luce. 'Faith, no ; he cornes too late ; 
And fo tell your mafter. 

E. Dro. O Lord, I muft laugh ; 
Have at you with a proverb. — Shali I fetin my ftaff? 

Luce. Have at you with another ; that 's when can you tell ? 
Dro. If thy name be call'd Luce, Luce, thou haft anfwer*d 
him wcll. 

jE. Ant. Do you hear, you minion ; you '11 let us in, I trow ? 
Lucc> I thought to have ask'd you. 
£. Dro. And you faid. No. 

JE» Dro. So, corne, help, well ftruck; there wasblow forblow, 
JE. Ant. Thou baguage, let me in. . 
Luce. Can you tell for whofe fake ? 
E. Dro. Mafter. knock the door hard. 
Luce. Let him knock till it ake. - 

E,. Ant. You 'Il ery for this, minion, if I beat the door down. 
Luce. What needs ail that, and a pair of ftocks in thc town \ 
Adr. [Witbml Who is that, &c. 
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Adr. [JVithin.] Whois that at the door, that keeps 

ail this noife ? 
S. Dro, By my troth, your town is troubled with un- 

ruly boys. 

E, Ant, Are you there, wife ? you might have corne 
before. 

Adr, Your wife, Sir Knave ! go, get you from the 
door *. 

E. Ant. Go get thee gone, fetch me an iron crow. 

Bal. Have patience, Sir: Oh, let it not be fo. 
Herein you war againft your réputation, 
And draw within the compafs of fufpect 
TV unviolated honour of your wife. 

Once, this, your long expérience of her wifdom, 

Her fober virtue, years, and raodefty, 

Plead on her part fome caufe to you unknown ; 

And doubt not, Sir, but (he will well exeufe, 

Why at this time the doors are barr'd againft you, 

Be rul'd by me, départ in patience, 

And let us to the Tyger ail to dinner ; 

And about evening come yourfelf alone, 

Air. — get you from the door. 

E. Dro. If you went in pain, mafter, this knave would go foré. 
Ang* Hcre is neither cheer, Sir, nor welcome ; wc would faia 
have either. 

Bah In debating which was beft, we (hall have part with neither. 
JE. Dro. They ftand at the door, mafter ; bid them welcome 
hither. 

E. Ant. There's fomething in the wind that we cannot get in. 

£. Dro. You would fay fo, mafter, if your garments were thin. 
Your cake herc is warm within : you ftand here in the cold : 
lt would make a man mad as a buck to be fo bought and fold. 

E. Ant. Go fetch me fomething, I '11 break ope the gâte. 

S. Dro. Break any thing here, and I '11 break your knave's pate. 

£. Dro. A man may break a word with you, Sir, and words are 
but wind ; 

Ay, and break it in your face, fo he break it not behind. 

S. Dro. It feems, thou wanteft breakïng ; out upon thee, hind ! 

E. Dro. Here's too much, out upon thee ! J pray thee let me in. 

S. Dro. Ay, when fowls have no feathers, and 6ft have no in. 

E. Ant. "Well, I '11 break in; go borrow me a crow. 

E. Dr: A crow without feather, mafter, mean you fo ? 
For a filh without a fin, there's a fowl without a feather : 
If a crow help us in, firrah, we'll pluck a crow together, 

E. Ant, Go* get thee gone, &c. 

P 2 
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To know the reafon of this ftrange reffraint. 

îf by ftrong hand you ofFer to break in, 

JNow in the ilirring partage of the day, 

A vulgar comment'will be made of it ; 

And that fuppofed by the common rout, 

Againft your yct ungalled eftimation, 

That may with foui intrufion enter in, 

And dwell upon your graye when you are dead. 

For flander lives upon fucceflion ; 

for ever hous'd, where it once gets poffeffion. ^ 

E. Ant. You have prcvaU'd; I will départ in quiet, 
And^ in defpight of mirth, mean to be merry. 
1 know a wench of excellent difeourfe, 
Pretty and witty, wild, and yet too gentle; 
There will we dine ; this woraan that I mean, 
My wife (but, I protefl, without defert) 
Hath oftentimes upbraided me withal ; 
To her will we to dinner. Get you home, 
And fetch the chain ; by this I know 'tis made ; 
Bring it, I pray you, to the Porcupine; ' 
For there 's the houfe : that chain will I beftow 
(Be it for nothing but to fpight my wife) 
Upon mine hoftefs there. Good Sir, make halte : 
Siace my own doors refufe to entertain me, 
111 knock clfewhere, to fee if they'll difdain me. 
An*. rU meet you at.that place, fome hour, Sîr, 
hence. 

E. Ant. Do fo; this jeft mail cofr. me fome expence. 



SCENE II. 

The houfe of Antipholis o/Ephefus. 
Enter Luciana, wth Antipholis of Syracufe. 
Luc. And may it be that you have quite forgot 
A hufoand's office ? (hall, Antipholis, ^ 
E*'n m the fpring of love, thy love-fpnngs rot ? 
Shall love, in building, grow fo rumate* 
If you did wed my fifter for her wealth, ^ 
TheA for her wealth's fake ufe her with more kind- 
nefs \ 
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Or if you like elfewhere, do it by ftealth ; 

Muffle your falfe love with fome (hew of blindnefs ; 
Let not my fifter read it in your eyes ; 

Be not thy tongue thy own (hame's orator ; 
Look fweet, fpeak fair ; become difloyalty : 

Apparel vice, like virtue's harbinger ; 
Bear a fair prefence, tho' your heart be tainted : 

Teach fin the carriage of a holy faint ; 
Be fecret falfe : what need me be acquainted ? 

What fimple thief brags of his own attaint ? 
*Tis double wrong, to truant with your bed, 
And let her read it in thy looks at board : 
S haine hath a baftard famé, well managed ; 

111 deeds are doubled with an evil word : 
Alas, poor women ! make us but believe, 

Being compact of crédit, that you love us ; 
Tho' others hâve the arm, fliew us the fleeve : 

We in your motion turn, and you may move ut. 
Then, gentle brother, get you in again ; 

Comfort my fifter, chear her, call her wife ; 
Tis holy fport to be-a little vain, 

When the fweet breath of flattery conquers ftrife. 
S. Ant. Sweet miftrefs (what your name is elfe, I 
Nor by what wonder you do hit of mine) , £know not ; 
Lefs in your knowledge and your grâce you fliow not 
Than our earthYwonder, more than earth divine. 
Teach me, dear créature, how to think and fpeak; 

Lay open to my earthy grofs conceit, 
Smother'd in errors, feeble, fhallow, weak, 

The foulded meaning of your words* deceit ; 
Againft my foul's pure truth why labour you, 

To make it wander in an unknown field ! 
Are you a God ? would you create me new ? 

Transform me then, and to your pow'r I '11 yield. 
But if that I am I, then well I know, 

Your weeping fifter îs no wife of mine ; 
Nor to her bed no homage do I owe ; 

Far more, far more, to you do I décline. 
Oh, train me not, fweet mermaid, with thy note, 

To drown me in thy fifter's fiood of tears ; 
Sing, Syren, for thyfelf, and I will doat; # 
Spread o'er the ûlver waves thy goldeû hairs, 
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And as a bcd I '11 take thee, and there lie : 

And in that glorious fuppofition* think, 
He gains by death, that hath fuch means to die ; 

Let love, being light, be/drowned if ftie fink. 

Luc. What, are you mad, that you do reafon fo ? 

S. Ant. Not mad, but mated ; how, I do not know. 

Luc. It is a fault that fpringeth from your eye. 

S. Ant. Forgazingonyourbeams, fairfun, bemgby, 

hue. Gaze where you fhould, and that will clear your 

S. Ant. As good to wink, fweet love, as look o* 

night. 

hue. Why call you me love ? call my fifter fo. 

S. Ant. Thy Gfter's fifter. 

Luc. That 's my fifter. 

S. Ant. No; 
It is thyfelf, mine own felf's better part r 
Mine eye's clear eye, my dear heart's dearer heart, 
My food, my fortune, and my fweet hope's aim, 
My foie eartli's heaven, and my heaven's claim. 

Luc. Ail this my fifter is, or elfe fhould be. 

S. Ant. Call thyfelf fifter, fweet ; for I mean thee: 
Thee will 1 love, and with thee lead my life ; 
Thou haft no hufband yet, nor I no wife. 
Cive me thy hand. 

Luc. Oh, foft, Sir, hold you ftill ; • 
l'Jl fetch my lifter, to get her good-will. 

\Exit Luciana. 

SCENE III. Enter Dromio of Syracufe. 
S. Ant. Why, how now, Dromio, where run'ft thou 
fo faft ? 

S. Dro. Do you know me, Sir ? am I Dromio ? am 
I your man ? am I myfelf ? 

S. A ni. Thou art Dromio, thou art my man, thou 
^ art thyfelf. 

S. Dro. I am an afs, I am a woman's man, and be- 
fides myfelf. 

S. Ant. What woman's man ? and how befides thy- 
felf ? # ~ 

S. ZJ/v.^Marry, Sir, befides myfelf j I am due ta* 
* Suffnjltioni fur the thing lain open. 



Digitized by G00gle 



Se. 5. The Comedy of Errorr. 175 

WQman ; one that claims me, one that haunts me, onc 
that will have me. 

S. Ant. What claim lays me to thee ? 

•S. Dro. Marry, Sir, fuch a claim as you would lay 
to your horfe; and me would have me as a beaft : not 
that, I being a beail, fhe would have me ; but that 
fhe, being a very beaftly créature, lays claim to me. 

S. Ant. What is fhe ? 

S. Dro. A very révérend body ; ay, fuch a one as 
7l man may not fpeak of, without he fay, Sir révérence : 
I have but lean luck in the match; and yet is fhe a 
wondrous fat marriage. 

S, Ant. How doft thou mean, a fat marriage ? 

S. Dro. Marry, Sir, fhe's the kitchen-wench, and 
ail greafe ; and I know not what ufe to put her to, but 
to make a lamp of her, and run from her by her own 
light. I warrant her rags and the tallow in them, will 
burn a Lapland winter : if fhe lives till doomfday, me'll 
bum a week longer than the whoîe world. 

S. Ant. What complexion is (he of ? , 

S.' Dro. Swart like my Ihoe, but her face nothinglike 
fo clean kept ; for why ? (he fweats, a man may go 0- 
ver fhoes in the grime of it. 

S. Ant. That's a fault that water will mend. 

S. Dro. No, Sir, 'tis in grain; Noah's flood could 
not do it. 

S. Ant. What's her name ? 

S. Dro. Nell 9 Sir; — but her name and three quar- 
ters (that is, an ell and three quarters) will not mea- 
fure her from hip to hip. 

S. Ant. Then ihe bears fome breadth ? 

S. Dro. No longer from head to foot, than from hip 
to hip : (he is fpherical, like a globe : I could find out 
countries in her. 

S. Ant. In what part of her body ftands Ireland ? 

S. Dro. Marry, Sir, in her buttocks ; I found it ont 
by the bogs. 

S. Ant. V T here Scotland ? 

S. Dro. I found it out by the barrennefs, hard in tlit 
palm of lier hand. * % 

S. Ant. Wherc France l 
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S. Ûro. In her forehead ; arm'd and reverted, raak- 
kig war againft her heir*.— — — 
S. Ant. Where England ? 

S. Dro. I look'd for the chalky cliffs, but I could 
find no whitenefs in them ; but I guefs it ftood in hèr 
chin, by the fait rheum that ran between France and it. 

S. Ant. Where Spain ? 

S. Dro. 'Faith I faw it not, but I felt it hot in her 
breath. 

S. Ant. Where America, the Indies ? 

S. Dro. Oh, Sir, upon her nofe, ail o'er embellifh'd 
%vith rubics, carbuncles, faphires ; declining their rich 
afpecl: to the hot breath of Spain, who fent whole ar- 
madoes of carracts to be ballaft at her nofe. 

S. Ant. Where ftood Belgia, the Netherlands ? 

S. Dro. Oh, Sir, I did not look fo low. To con- 
clude, this drudge of the devil, this diviner, laid 
claim to me, call'd me Dromh, fwore I was affur'd 
to her, told me what privy marks I had about me, as 
the marks of my flioulder, the mole in my neck, the 
great wart on my left arm, that I, amaz'd, ran from 
her as a witch. And, I think, if my breaft had not 
been made of faith, and my heart of fteel, fhe had 
transform'd me to a curtal-dog, and made me turn 
i'th'wheelf. 

S. Ant. Go, hie thee prefently; poft to the roadj 
And if the wind blow any way from more, 
I will not harbour in this town to-night. 
If any bark put forth, corne to the mart, 
Where I will walk till you return to me : 
If every one know us, and we know none, 
'Tïs time, I think, to trudge, pack, and be gone. 

S. Dro. As from a bear a man would run for lift; 
So fly I from her that would be my wife. [Exit. 

SCENE IV. 
S. Ant. There's none but witches do inhabit here; 

* Henry IV. of France. At that time the league was iu arms 
againft him. 

f Alluding tft the fuperftition of the conimon people, thaï no- 
thing could ^fift a uitch's power, of transforming men into ani- 
mais, but a great &arc of faith. 
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And therefore 'tis high time that I were hence : 
She that doth call me hufband, even my foui 
Doth for a wife ahhor. But her fair lifter, 
Pofîefs'd with fuch a gentle foverei'gn grâce, 
Of fuch inchanting prefence and diicourfe, 
Hath almofl made me traitor to myfelf. 
Eut left myfelf be guilty of felf-wrong, 
I'il Hop mine ears againft the mermaid's fong. 

Enter Angelo, ivith a chain. 

Ang. Mafter Antipholis, 

S. Ant. A y, that 's my name. 
Ang. I know it well, Sir; lo, here is the chain; 
I thought to have ta'en you at the Porcupine ; 
Thechain, unfmnVd, made me ftay thus long. 
S. Ant. What is your will that I mail do with this ? 
Ang. What pleafe yourfelf, Sir ; I have made it for 
you. 

S. Ant. Made it for me, Sir ! I befpoke it not. 
Ang. Not once, nor twice, but twenty times, yo* 
have : 

Go home with it, and pleafe your wife withal j 
And foon at fupper-time I '11 vifit you, 
And then receive my money for the chain. 

S. Ant. I pray you, Sir, receive the money now; 
For fear you ne'er fee chain, nor money, more. 

Ang. You are a merry man, Sir ; fare you well. 

[£x/7. 

S, Ant. What I fhould think of this, I cannot tell. 
But this I think, there's no man is fo vain, 
That would refufe fo fair an offer'd chain. 
I fee a man here needs not live by Ihifts, 
When in the ftreets he meets fuch golden gifts. 
I '11 to the mart, and there for Dromio ftay ; 
If any mip put out, then ftraight away. [^x/V. 

A C T IV. S C E N E I. 

The Jïreet. 

Enfer a Mer chant, Angelo, and an Officer. 
Mer. "\7"OU know, fince Pentecoft the fum is due;. 
X And lince I have not much importun'd you ; 



Digitized by G00gle 



178 The Corne dy of Errors. A£l if. 

Nor now I had not, but that I am bound 
To Perfia, and want gilders for my voyage : 
T'herefore make prefent fatis faction, 
Or I '11 attach you by this officer. 

Ang. Ev'n juft the fum that I do owe to you, 
Is growing to me by Antipholis ; 
And, in the inftant that I met with you, 
He had of me a chain : at five o 'clock 
I (hall receive the money for the famé. 
Pleafe you but walk with me down to his houfe, 
I will difcharge my bond, and thank you too. 

Enter Antipholis of Ephefus and Dromio of Ephefus, 
as from the courtezan'j . 

Of. That labour you may fave : fee, where he cornes. 

E. Ant. While I go to the goldfmith's houfe, go thoa 
And buy a rope's end ; that will I beftow 
Among my wife and her confederates, 
For locking me out of my doors by day. 
But, foft; I fee the goldfmith: get thee gone, 
Buy thou a rope, and bring it home to me. 

E. Dro. I buy a thoufand ^pound a-year ! .1 buy & 
rope ! [Ex/t Dromio. 

E. Ant. A man is well holp up, that trufts to you. 
I promifed your prefence, and the chain ; 
But neither chain nor goldfmith came to me. 
Belike you thought our love would laft too long 
If ic were chain'd together, therefore came not. 

Ang. Saving your merry humour, here's the note, 
How much your chain weighs to the utmoft carrât j 
The finenefs of the gold, the chargeful fafhionj 
Which do amount to three odd ducats more 
Than I ftand debted to this gentleman. 
I pray you, fee him prefently difcharg'd ; 
For he is bound to fea, and ftays but for it. 

E. Ant. I am not furninYd with the prefent money; 
Befides, I have fome bufinefs in the town. 
Good Signior, take the ftranger to my houfe, 
And with you take the chain, and bid my wife 
Difburfe the fum on the receipt thereof ; 
Ferchance I will be there as ioon as you. 

Ang. Then you will bring the chain to her yourfelf ? 
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E, Ant. No : bear it with you, left I come not time 
enough. 

Ang. Well, Sir, I will : have you the chain about 
you ? 

E, Ant. An if I have not, Sir, I hope you have ; 
Or elfe you may return without your money. 

Ang, Nay, come, I pray you, Sir, give me the chain ; 
Both wind and tide ftay for this gentleman ; 
And I, to blâme, have held him hère too long. 

E. Ant, Good Lord, you ufethis dalliance to exeufe 
Your breach of promife to the Porcupine : 
I fliould have chid you for not bringing it ; 
But, like a fhrew, you firft begin to brawl. 

Mer, Thehour fteals on; I pray you, Sir, difpatch. 

Ang, You hear how he importunes me ; the chain — 

E. Ant. Why, give it to my wife, and fetch your 
money. 

Ang, Come, come, you know, I gave it you even 
now. 

Or fend the chain, or fend me by fome token. 

E, Ant, Fie, now you run this humour out of breath. 
Come, where's the chain ? I pray ycu let me fee it. 

Mer, My bufinefs cannot brook this dalliance. 
Good Sir, fay, whe 'r you '11 anfwer me, or no ; 
If not, I '11 leave him to the officer. 

E, Ant. I anfwer you ? why fliould I anfwer you ? 

Ang, The money thaï you owe me for the chain. 

E. Ant. I owe you none till I receive the chain.' 

Ang, You know I gave it you half an hour /ince. 

E, Ant. You gave me none; you wrong me much t* 
fay fo. 

Ang, You wrong me more, Sir, in denying it ; 
Confider how it ftands upon my creojit. 

Mer. Well, ofllcer, arrefl him at my fuit. 

Off. I do, and charge you in the Duke's name t« 
obey me. 

Ang, This touches me in réputation. 
Either confent to pay the fum for me, 
Or I attach you by this officer. 

E, Ant, Confent to pay for that I never had ! 
Arreft me, foolifh fellow, if thou dar 'fl. 

Ang, Here is thy fee \ arrefl him, ofîicer j 
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I would not fpare my brother in this café, 
ïf he ftiould feorn me fo apparently. 

Off. I do arreft you, Sir; you hear the fuit. 

È. Ant. I do obey thee, till 1 give thee bail. 
But, firrah, you fhall buy this fport as dear 
As ail the métal in your (hop will anfwer. 

Atig. Sir, Sir, I (hall have law in Ephefus, 
To your notorious ftiame, I doubt it not. 

SCENE II. E nier T>rom\o ofSyvacufcfrcm tûe bay. 

S. Dro. Mafter, there is a bark of Epidamnum, 
That ftays but till her owner cornes aboard ; 
Then, Sir, fhe bears away. Our fraughtage, Sir, 
I have convey'd aboard; and I havebought 
The oil, the balfamum, and aqua-vitse. 
The (hip is in her trim ; the merry wind 
]>lows fair from land ; they fray for nought at ail, 
13ut for thtir owner, mafter, and yourfelf. 

E. A?it. How now, a madman ! why, thou peevifk 
fheep, 

What fhip of Epidamnum ftays for me ? 

S, Dro. A fhip you fent me to, to hire wdftage. 

E . Ant. Thou drimken flave, I fent thee for a rope ; 
And told thee to what purpofe, and what end. 

S. Dro. You fent me for a rope's end as foon : 
You fent me to the bay, Sir, for a bark. 

E. Ant. I wîjI debate this matter at more leifure, 
And' teach your ears to lift me with more heed. 
To Adriana, villain, hie thee ftraight, 
Give her this key ; and tell her, in the defk 
That's cover'd o 'er with Turkilh tapeftry, 
There is a purfe of ducats, let her fend it. 
Tell her, 1 am arrefted in the ftreet, 
And that mail bail me; hie thee, flave; be gone. 
On, oilicer, to prifon till it corne. \Exeunt. 

S. Dro. To Adriana ! that is where we din'd, 
Where Dowfabel did claim me for her bufband; 
She is too big, I hope, for me to compafs. 
Thither 1 muft, altho* againft my will, 
For ferrants muft their mafters' minds fullil. C^Tx/V, 
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SCENE III. Changes to E. A?iiiphoïus koufs. 

Enter Adriana and Luciana. 
Adr. Ah, Luciana, did he tempt thee fo ? 
Might'ft thou perceive aufterely in his eye 
That he did plead in earneft, yea or no ? 
Look'd he or red or pale, or fad or merriîy ? 
What obfervation mad'ft thou in this café, 
Of his heart's meteOrs tilting in his face*? 
Luc. Firft he deny'd you had in him a right. 
Adr. He meant, he did me none, tlie more my fpight. 
Luc. Then fwore he that he was a il ranger here. 
Adr. And true he fwore, though yet forfworn he 
were. 

Luc. Then pleaded I for you. 
Adr. And what faid he ? 

Luc. That love I begg'd for you, he begg'd of me. 

Adr, With what periuafion did he tempt thy love ? 

Luc. With words that in an honelr. fuit might move. 
Firfb he did praife my beauty, then my fpeech. 

Adr. Did'rr. fpeak him fair ? 

Luc. Rave patience, I befeecru 

Adr. I cannot, nor I wiJl not, hold me flill ; 
My tongue, though not my heart, fnall h ave its wilL 
He is deformed, crooked, old, and fere, 
Ill-fac'd, worfe-body'd, (hapelefs every where; 
Vicious, ungentle, foolim, blunt, unkind, 
Stigmatical in making, worfe in mind. 

Luc. Who would be jealous then of fuch a one ? 
No evil loft is wail'd when it is gone. 

Adr, Ah ! but I think him better than I fay, 
And yet would he in others' eyes were worfe: 
Far from her nefl the lapwing cries away; 

My heart prays for him, tho' my tongue do curfe. 

SCENE IV. Enter Dromio ' of Syracufe. 
S. Dro. Here, go; the defic, the puife; fweet now, 

make hafte. 
Luc. How haft thou loft thy breatii ? 
S. Dro. By running faft. 

* Allnding to thofe meteors in the fley whkh haye the appçar- 
ance of lines of armics n:eeting in the fheck. 
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Adr. Where is thy mafter, Dromio ? Is he well? 

S. Dro. No, he's in Tartar Limbo, worfe than hell. 
A devil in an everlafting garaient hath him, 
One whofe hard hcart is button'd up with .fteel : 
A fiend, a fury, pitilefs and rough, 
A wolf, nay, worfe, a fellow ail in bufF ; 
A back friend, a fhoulder-clapper, one that commands 
The pafTages of allies, creeks, and narrow lands : 
A hound that runs counter, andyet draws dry-foot well; 
One that, before the judgment, carries poor fouis to 
hell. 

Adr. Why, man, what is the matter ? 
S. Dro, I do not know the matter; he is 'refted on 
the cafe. 

Adr. What, is he arrefted ? tell me, at whofe fuit. 

S, Dro. I know not at whofe fuit he is arrefted, well; 
but he's in a fuit of bufF which 'refted him, that I can 
tell. Will you fend him, Miftrefs, rédemption, the 
inoney in his de(k ? 

Adr. Go fetch it, fifter. This I wonder at, 

* [Exil Luciana. 

That he, unkno'wn to me, fhould be in debt ! 
Tell me, was he arrefted on a bond ? 

S. Dro. Not on a bond, but on a ftronger thing, 
A chain, a chain ; do you not hear it ring ? 

Adr. What, the chain ? 

S. Dro. No, no; the bell; 'tis time that I were 
gone *. 



* . —that T were gone. 

It was two ère I left him, and now the clock ftrikes one. 
Adr. The hours corne back ! that I did never hear. 
X. Dro. O yes, if any hour meet a ferjeant, a' turns back for 
very fear. 

Jiilr. As if Time were in debt ! how fondly doft thou reafon? 
S. Dro. Time is a very bankrout, and owes more than he's 
worlh, to feafon. 
Nay, he 's a thicf too : have you not heard men fay, 
That Time cornes ftealing on by night and dayî 
If I ime bein debt and thcft, and a ferjeant in the way, 
l Ii-th hc not reafon to turn back an hour in a day ? 
Enter t &c 
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Enter Luciana. 

Adr. Go, Dromio; there's themoney, bear ît ftraight, 
And bring thy mafter home immediatcly. 
Corne, fifler, I am prefs'd down with conceit; 

Conceit, my comfort and my injury. \JExeunt„ 

SCENE V. Changes to the fireet. 

Enter Antipholis of Syracufe. 
S. Ant. There *s not a man I meet but doth falute me, 
As if I were their well-acquainted friend ; 
And every one doth call me by my name. 
Some tender money to me, fome invite me ; 
Some other give me thanks for kindneffes \ 
Some offer me commodities to buy. 
Ev'n now a tailor call'd me in his ftiop, 
And fhow'd me filks that he had bought for me, 
And therewithal took meafure of my body. 
Sure thefe are but imaginary wiles, 
And Lapland forcerers inhabit hère. 

Enter Dromio of Syracufe. 

S. Dro . Mafter, here 's the gold you fent me for ; 
what, have you got rid of the pidture of old Adani 
new-appareH'd # ? 

S. Ant. What gold is this ? what Adam doft thou 
mean ? 

S. Dro. Not that Adam that kept the paradlfe, but 
that Adam that keeps thë prifon ; he that goes in the 
calves fkin that was kill'd for the prodigal ; he that 
came behind you, Sir, like an evil an gel, and bid you, 
forfake your lîberty. 

S. Ant. I underftand thee not. 

S. Dro. No ? why, 'tis a plain cafe ; he that went 
like a bafe-viol in a cafe of leather; the man, Sir, 
that, when gentlemen are tired, gives them a fob, and 
'relis them ; he, Sir, that takes pity on decay'd men, 
and gives 'em fuits of durance; he that fets up his 

* Alluding to the coat of skins made for Adam after the fall t 
inà the leathern coat worn by the officer who made the arreft. 
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reft * to do more exploits with his mace, than a Mau- 
rice pike f . 

S. .'//:/. What ! thou mean'ft an officer ? 

S. Dre. Ay, Sir, the ferjeant of the band; he that 
brings any man to anfwer it that breaks his bond; one 
îhat thinks a man always going to bed, and faith, God 
£ive you good reft i 

S. Ant. Well, Sir, there reft in your foolery. 
Is there any fhip puts forth to-night ? may we be gone? 

S. Dro. Why, Sir, I brought you word an hour 
lînce, that the bark Expédition puts forth to-night, and 
then were you hinder'd by the ferjeant, to tarry for the 
hoy Delay. Here are the angels that you fent for, ta 
deiiver you. 

S. A;: t. The fellow is diftract, and fo am I, 
.And here we wander in illufions ; 
Some bkiîcd power deiiver us from hence ! 

SCENE VI. Enter a Courtezan. 

Cour. Well met, well met, Mafter Antipholis. 
I fee, Sir, you have found the goldfmith now : 
Is that the chair» you promis'd me to-day ? 

S. Ant. Satan, avoid ! I charge thee, tempt me not % 

* Sets up his refl y isa phrafe taken from military exercife. When 
gr.npowder was firft invented, its force was very we?k compared to 
that in prefent ufe. This neceflari!y required nre-arms to be of an 
extraordinary letigth. As the ardfls improved the itrength of their 
powder, the foldiers proporiionably hVrtened their arrns and nrcil- 
lery ; fo that the cannon v^hich Froiflàrt tells us was once fiiïy foot 
long, was contracled lefs than ten. This proportion likewife 
held in their mufkets; fo that till ihemiddle of the lait cencury, 
the mwfketeers always fupported their pièces, when they gave fire, 
with a reji ftuck before them into the ground, whkh they called 
Jeiting ttj> their refl, and is here alludcd to. There is another 
<jnibbling allufion too to the feijeant's oflicc of arrefting. bit 
JVarburtcn* 

f i. e. a pikeman of Prince Maurice's army. He was the great- 
tft General of that âge, and the conduclor of the Low-,countrj 
wars apa.nft Spam, under whom ail the Englifh Gentry and Nobi- 
lity were bred to the fervice. Being frequentîy overborn with 
pumbers, he became famous for his fine retreatf, in which a fond 
of pikes is of great fervice Hence the pikes of his army became 
famous for their military exploits. 

i — tempt me not. 

«S. Dro. Matter, is this Miftrefs Sataffr" 
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Cour. Give me the ring of mine you had at dinner, 
Or for my diamond the chain you promis 'd, 
And TU be gone, Sir, and not trouble you. 

S. Dro. Somedevils afkbut the parings of one's nail* 
arufh, a hair, a drop of blood, a pin, a nut, a cher- 
ry-ftone; but fhe, more covetous, would have a chain. 
Mafter, be wife ; an if you give it her, the devil wilî 
lhake her chain, and fright us with it. 

Cour. I pray you, Sir, my ring, or elfe the chain ; 
I hope you do not mean to cheat me fo. 

S Ant. Avaunt, thou witch ! corne, Dromio, let us 
go f . [Exeutit, 

SCENE VIÎ. Manet Courtezan. 
Cour. Now, out of doubt, Antipholis is mad ; 
Elfe would he never fo demean himfelf. 
A ring he hath of mine worth forty ducats, 
And for the famé he promis 'd me a chain ; 
Both one and other he dénies me now r 
The reafon that I gather he is mad, f 
(Befides this prefent inftance of his rage), 
Is a mad taie he told to-day at dinner, 
Of his own door being mut againfl his entrance. 
Belike his wife, acquainted with his lits, 

S. Ant. It is the devil. 

S. Dro. Nay, fhe is worfe, fhc's the devil's dam ; and here fli* 
cornes in the habit of a light wench, and thereof cornes, that the 
wenches fay, God dam me; that's as much as to fay, Godmaker 
me a li^l.t wenc? . It is writtea, they appear tô men Iike angcls 
of li^ht ; li^htis an efFect of fire, and fire will burn; ergo % ligbc 
Penches will burn : ecme not near her. 

Cour. Your man and you are marvellous merry, Sir. Will you 
go whh me, we'il mend our dinner here ? 

S. Dro. Mafter, if you do expecl fpoon-meat, befp eak a long 
fpoon. 

S. Ant. Why, Drcmio? 

S. Dro. Marry, he mutt have a long fpoon that muft eat with- 
the devil 

S. Ar.t. Avoid then, fiend ? uh<t tell'ft thou me of fupping?. 
Thou art, as you are ail, aforctrcfc: 
I conjure thec to ki-ve me, and be gone. 

Cour. Give me the ring, &c. 

f let us go. 

S. Dro. Fly pride, iays the peacock ; MiAr.-fs, tînt you know. 
5 C £ N JE, û-c. J Œ.uunt, 

<^3 
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On purpofe mut the doors againfl his way. 

My way is now to hie home to his houfe,. 

And teJl his wife, that, being lunatic, 

Hc rulh'd into my houfe, and took perforée 

My ring away. This courfe I fitteft chufe \ 

For forty ducats is too much to lofe. [Exif, 

SCENE VIII. Changes to the Jlreet. 

Enter Antipholis of Ephefus, ivith a Jailor. 

E. Ant. Fear me not, man; I will not break away^ 
1*11 give thee, ère I leave thee, fo much money* 
To warrant thee, as I am 'refted for. 
My wife is in a wayward mood to-dayv 
And will not lightly trufl the meffenger. 
That I fliould be attach'd in Ephefus, 
I tell you 'twould found harfhly in her ears. — 

Enter Dromioç/* Ephefus, nu M a rope^s-end* 

Here cornes my man ; I think he brings the money » 
How now, Sir; have you that I lent you for? 

E. Dro. Here 's that, I warrant you, will pay them 

E. Ant But where 's the money ? [ail* 

E. Dro. Why, Sir, I gave the money for the rope. 

E. Ant. Five hundred ducats, villain, for a rope? 

E. Dro. I'il ferve you, Sir, five hundred at the rate. 

Ë. Ant. To what end did I bid thee hie thee home ? 

E. Dro. To a rope's-end, Sir ; and to that end am 
I return'd. 

E. Ant. And to that end y Sir, I will welcomeyou. 

[Beats Dromio. 

Ojf. Good Sir, be patient. , 

E. Dro. Nay, 'tis for me to be patient; I am io 
Adverfity. 

Ojf. Good now, hold thy tongue. 

E. Dro. Nay, rather perfuade hrm to hold hit 
hands. 

E. Ant, Tnou whorefon, fenfclcfs villain ! 

E. Dro. I would I wcre fenfdefs, Sir, that I might 
not fiel your, blows. 

E. sint. Thou art fcnfiblc in nothingbut blows, aad 
fo ii aa afs. 
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E Dro. I am an afs, indeed ; you may prove it by 
nvy long ears. I haveierv'd him from the hour of my 
imtmty to this inftant, and have nothing at his hands 
for my fervice but blows. When I am cold, he heats 
me with beating ; when I am warm, he cools me with 
beatmg; I am wak'd with it, when I ileep; rais'dwith 
it, when I fît; driven out of doors with it, when I go 
from home; welcom'd home with it, when I return- 
nay, I bear it on my fhoulders, as a beggar wont her 
brat ; and I think, when he hath lam'd me, I fhall beg- 
with it from door to door. * * 

SCENE IX. 
Enfer Adriana, Luciana, Courtezan, and Pinch. 
E. Ant. Corne, go along ; my wife is coming y 0û ~ 

E. Dro Miftrefs, refpke finem, refpett your end- 
or rather the prophecy, like the parrot # beware the 
rope s-end. 

E. Ant Wilt thou fiill talk i [Beats Dromio. 
Cour. How fay you now ? is not your hulband 
mad ; 

Adr. His inciviJity confîrms no lefs. 
Good Docior Pinch, you are' a conjurer, 
Eftablifli him in his true fenfe again, 
And I wiJJ pleafe you what you wiil demand. 

Luc. Alas, how fïery and how fharp he looks ! 

Cour. Mark, how he trembJes in his ecftafy ' 

Pinch. Give me your hand, and Jet me fe'el y 0U r 
pulfe. J 

E. Ant . There is my hand, and Jet it feeJ your ear 

To vVlH* 1 Sata B ,hou.'dwithinîhîsa„; 
lo yield polie/lion to my holy prayers ; 

Andto thy itate of darknefs hie thee ftraight 

I conjure thee by ail the faints in heav'n. ' 

E. Ant. Peace, doating wizard, peace ; I am not 
mad. * " ! ~* 

Adr. Oh that thou wert not, poor diftre/Ted foui ! 

• This alludcs to people's tcaching that bird unlucky words - 
?ï h w f h, ï h ^f" an î' P'^r was offendcd, it was the rtandinV 
jcke of uc *tfc gwacr to fay, Takc Ucd, Sir, ,y f amt $ ro^ï 
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E. Ant» You minion, you, are thefe your cuftoraers? 
Did this companion with the faffron face 
Revel and feail it at my houfe to-day, 
Whilft upon me the guilty doors were mut, 
And I deny'd to enter in my houfe ? 

Adr. Oh, hufband, God doth know, you din'd at 
home, 

Where 'would you had remain'd until this time, 
Free from thefe flanders and this open mame ! 

E. A fit. Din'd I at home ? thou villain, what fay'ft 
thou ? 

E. Dro. Sir, footh to fay, you did not dine at home. 
E. Ant. Were not my doors lock'd up, and I mut 
out ? 

E. Dro. Perdie, your doors were lock'd, and you 
fliut out. 

E. Ant. And did not me herfelf revile me there ? 
E. Dro. Sans fable, me herfelf revil'd you there. 
E. Ant. Did not her kitchen-maid rail, taunt, and 
fcorn me ? 

E. Dro. Certes, Ihe did, the kitchen-veftal fcorn'd 
you . 

E. Ant. And did I not in rage départ from thence ? 

E. Dro. In verity, you did; my bones bear wituefs, 
That fince have felt the vigour of your rage. 

Adr. Is 't good to .footh him in t efe contraries ? 

Pinch. It is no marne ; the fellow finds his vein» 
And, yielding to him, humours well his frenzy. 

E. Ant. Thou haft fuborn'd the goldfmith to arreil 
me. 

Adr. Alas, I fent you money to redeem you, 
By Dromio here, whocame in hafte for it. 

E. Dro. Money by me ? heart and good-will yo« 
might, 

But furely, Mafter, not a rag of money. 

E. Ant. Went'ft not thou to her for a purfe of du- 
cats ? 

Adr. He came to me, and I deliver'd it* 
Luc. And I am witnefs with her, that fhe did. 
E. Dro. God and the rope-maker do bear me witnefs, 
That I was fent for ncthing but a rope. 

Pinch. Mulrefs, bothrnan and mafter are pofTefs'd; 
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I know it by their pale and deadly looks ; 
They muft be bound, and laid in fome dark room. 
E. Ant. Say, wheiefoie didft thou lock me forth to- 
day, 

And why doû thou deny the bag of gold ! 

Adr. I did not, gentle hufband, lock thee forth. 

E. Dro. And, gentle mafter, I receiv'd no gold; 
But I confefs, Sir, that we were lock'd out. 

Adr. DifTembling villain, thou fpeak'ft faife in both» 

E. A rit. DifFembling harlot, thou art falfe in ail ; 
And art confederate with a damned pack, 
To raake a lothfôme abjec't feorn of me : 
But, with thefe nails 1 11 pluck out thofe falfe eyes, 
That would behold in me this mameful fport. 

Enter three or four, and offer to bind him : he ftrives* 

Adr. Oh, bind him, bind him, let him not corne 
near me. 

Pinch* More company ; — the fiend is ftrong withia 
him. 

Luc. Ay me, poor man, how pale and wan he 
looks ! 

E. Ant % \Yhat, will you murther me ? thou jailor,. 

tliOU, 

I am thy prifoner, wilt thou fuffer them 
To make a refeue ? 

Of, Mafters ; let him go : 
He is my prifoner, and you {hall not have hîm. 

Phich. Go, bind this man, for he is frantic too. 

Adr. What wilt thou do, thou peevifh orheer l 
Haft thou delight to fee a wretched man 
Do outrage and difpleafure to hirafelf ? 

Off. He is my prifoner; if I let him go, 
The debt he owes will be requir'd of me. 

Adr. I will difeharge thee ère I go from thee ; 
Bear me forthwith unto his creditor, 

hey bind Antipholis and Dromiov 
■And, knowing how the debt grows, I will pay it. 
' Good Mafler Doclor, fee him fafe convey a 
Home to my houfe. Oh, moft unhappy day ! 

E. Ant. Oh, moft unhappy ftrumpet ! 

Dro. Mafler, I'm here enter'd in bond for yo*> 
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E. Ant. Out on thee, villain ! wherefore doft thou 
m ad me ? 

E. Dro. Will you be bound for nothing ? be mad, 

good mafter ; cry, the devil. 

Luc. God help, poor fouis, how idly do they talki 
Adr. Go bear him hence ; lifter, ftay you with me. 

\_Exeunt Pinch, Antipholis, tfWDromio. 

Say now, whofe fuit is he arrefted at ? 

S C E N E X. | 

Marient Officer, Adriana, Luciana, and Courtezatt. 

Off. One Angelo, a goldfmith ; do you know hi*i \ 

Adr. I know the man ; what is the fum he owes ? 

Off. Two hundred ducats. 

Adr. Say, how grows it due ? 

Off. Due for a chain your hufband had of him. 

Adr. He did befpeak a chain for me, but had it not. 

Cour. When as your hufband ail in rage to-day 
Came to my houfe, and took away my ring, 
(The ring I faw upon his finger now), 
Straight after did I meet him with a chain. 

Adr. It may be fo, but I did never fee it. 
Corne, jailor, bring me where the goldfmith is, 
I long to know the truth hereof at large. 

SCENE XL 

Enter Antipholis of Syracufe, with his rapier drawff, 
and Droraio of Syracufe. 

Luc. God, for thy mercy, they are loofe agauu 
Adr. And corne with naked fwords ; 
Let 's call more help to have them bound again. 

Off. Away, they '11 kill us. \They run out. 

Ma tent Antipholis, and Dromio. 
S. Ant. I fee, thefe witches are afraid of fwords. 
S. Dro. She that would be your wife, now ran from | 
you. 

S. Ant. Corne to the Centaur, fetch our ftuff from 
thence : 

I long that we were fafe and found aboard. 
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S. Dro. 'Faith, ftay here this night; they will furely 
do us no harm ; you faw, they fpake us fair, gave us 
gold; methinks, they are fuch a gentle nation, that but 
for the mountain of mad flefh that claîms marriage of 
me, I could find in my heart to ftay here ftill, and turn 
witch. 

S. Ant. I will not ftay to-night for ail the town; 
Therefore away, to get our ftuff aboard. [Exeunt. 

A C T V. SCENE .1. 
A jlreet, lefore a priory. 
Enter the Merchant, and Angelo. 

Ang. T Am forry, Sir, that I have hinder'd you ; 

X But, I proteft, he had the chain of me, 
Tho' moft difhoneftly he doth deny it. 

Mer» How is the man efteem'd here in the city ? 

Ang, Of Tery révérend réputation, Sir, 
Of crédit infinité, highly belov'd, 
Second to none that lives here in the city ; 
His word might bear my wealth at any time. 

Mer. Speak foftly : yonder, as 1 think, he walks. 

Enter Antiphoiis and Dromio of Syracufe. 

Ang. 'Tis fo ; and that felf-chain about his neck, 
Which he forfwore moft monftroufly to have. 
Good Sir, draw near to me, Pli fpeak to him. 
Signior Antiphoiis, I wonder much 
That you would put me to this fliame and trouble ; 
And not without îbme fcandal to yourfelf, 
With circumftance and oaths fo to deny 
This chain, which now you wear fo opcnly : 
Befides the charge, the marne, imprifonment, 
You have done wrong to this my honeft friend ; 
Who, but for ftaying on our controverfy, 
Had hpifted fail, and put to fea to-day. 
This chain you had of me, can you deny it ? 

S. Ai:t. I think I had ; I never did deny it. 

Mer. Yes, that you did, Sir; and forfwore it too. 

ù. A/! t. Who heard me to deny it, or foifwcar it ? 
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Mer. Thefe ears of mine, thou knoweft, did hear thee: 
Fie on thee, wretch ! 'tis pity that thou liv'A 
To walk where any honsft men refort. 

S. si nt. Thou art a villain, to impeach me thus. 
Pli prove mine honour and my honelîy 
Againit thee prefently, if thou dar'ft iland. 

Mer. I dare, and do defy thee for a villain. 

\They dra%, 

SCENE II. 

Enter Adriana, Luciana, Courtezan, and otkers. 

Adr. Hold, hurt him not, for God's fake ; he is mad; 
Some get within him, take his fword away : 
Bind Dromio too, and bear them to my honfe. 

S.Dro. Rnn, Mafler, run; for God's fake, take a 
This is fome priory; in, or we are fpoil'd. [houfe; 

\_Exeunt to the J>rhr). 

Enter Lady Abbefs. 

Abb. Be qmet> people ; wherefore throng you hither? 

Adr. To fetch my poor diflracled hufband hence; 
ï,et us corne in, that we may bind him fail, 
And bear him home for his recovery. 

A;r?. I knew he was not in his perfeft wits. 

Mer. l 'm forry now that I did draw on him. 

Ahb. How long hath this poffelTion held the man ? 

Adr. This week he hath been heavy, four, fud, 
And much much différent from the man he was : 
But, till this afternoon, his pafîîon 
Ne'er brake into extremity of rage. 

Abb. Hath he not loft much wealth by wreck atfea? 
Bury'd fome dear friend? hath not elfe his eye 
Stray'd his affection in unlawful love ? 
A fin, prcvailing much in youthful men, 
Who give their eyes tîie Hberty of gazing. 
Which of thefe forrows is he ftibject to ? 

Adr. To none of thefe, except it be the laft; 
Namely, fome love that drew him oft from home. 

Abb. You fhould for that have reprchcnded him. 

Adr. Why, fo I did. 

Abb. Ày, but not rough enough. 
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Adr. As roughly as my modefty would Ict me. 

Abb. Haply, in private. 

Adr.. And in aflemblies too. 

Abb. Ay, but not enough. 

Adr. It was the copy # of our conférence. 
In bed, he flept not for my urging it ; 
At board, he fed not for my urging it ; 
Alone, itwas the fubjecl: of my thème \ 
In company, I often glanc'd at it ; 
Still did I tell him it was vile and bad. 

Abb. And therefore came it that the man was mad. 
The venom clamours of a jealous woman 
Poifon more deadly, than a mad dog's tooth. 
It feems his fleeps were hinder'd by thy railing ; 
And thereof cornes it that his head is light. 
Thou fay'ft, his meat was fauc'd with thy upbraidings ; 
Unquiet meals make ill digeftions ; 
Thereof the raging fire of fever bred ; 
And what's a fever, but a fit of madnefs ? 
Thou fay'ft, his fports were hinder'd by thy brawls. 
' Sweet récréation barr'd, what doth enfue, 
c But moody and dùll melancholy, 
[Kinfman to grim and comfortlefs defpair f], 
* And at her heels a huge infecliqus troop 
< Of pale diftemperatures, and foes to life ? 
In food, in fport, and life-preferving reft, 
To be difturb'd, would mad or man or beaft 2 
The confequence is then, thy jealous fits 
Have fcar'd thy hufband from the ufe of wtts. 

Luc t She never reprehended him but mildly, 
WJaen he demean'd himfelf rough, rude, and wildly ; 
Why bear you thefe rebukes, and anfwer not ? 

Adr. She did betray me to my own reproof. 
Good people, enter, and lay hold on him. 

Abb. No, not a créature enter in my houfe. 

Adr. Then, let your fervants bring my hufband forth. 

Abb. Neither ; he took this place for fanftuary, 
And it (hall privilège him from your hands ; 

* By copy here is to be underftood abunàancc t fidnefs, as cofi* 
lignifies in Latin. 

f This line feems to be lpurious. 

Vol. III. R 
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Till I have brought him to his wits again, 
Or lofe my labour in affaying it. 

Adr. I will attend my hufband, be his nurfe, 
Diet his ficknefs, for it is my office ; 
And will have no attorney but myfelf ; 
And therefore let me have him home with me. 

Abb. Be patient ; for I will not let him fHr # 
Till I have us'd th' approved means I have, 
With wholfome fyrups, drugs, and hoiy prayers, 
To make of him a formai man again ; 
It is a branch and parcel of mine oath, 
A charitable duty of my order ; 
Therefore départ, and leave him here with me. 

Adr. I will not hence, and leave my huîband here; 
And ill it doth befeem your holinefs 
To feparate the hufband and the wife. 

Abb. Be quiet, and départ ; thou malt not have him. 

Luc. Complain unto the Duke of this indignity. 

[_Exit Abbeff, 

Adr. Corne, go ; I will fall proftrate at his feet, 
And never rife, until my tears and prayers 
Have won his Grâce to corne in perfon hithef ; 
And take perforée my hufband from the Abbefs. 

Mer. By this, I think, the dial points at five : 
Anon, Vm fure, the Duke himfelf in perfon 
Cornes this way to the melancholy vale ; 
The place of death and forry exécution, 
Behind the ditches of the abbey here, 

Ang. Upon what caufe ? 

Mer. To fee a révérend Syracufan merchant, 
Who put unluckily into this bay 
Againîl the laws and ftatutes of this town, 
Beheaded publicly for his ofFence. 

Ang. See, where they corne ; we will behold hk 
death. 

Luc. Knecl to the Duke, before he pafs the abbey. 

SCENE III. 

Enfer the Duke, and iEgeon bare-headed ; *witk th 
headfman t and other officers. 

Duke. Y et once again proclaim it publicly* 
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If any friend will pay the fum for him» 
He (hall not die, fo much we tender him. 

Adr. Juftice, moft facred Duke, againft the Abbefs* 
Duke, She is a virtuous and a révérend lady ; 
It cannot be that fke hath done thee wrong. 

Adr. May it pleafe your Grâce, Antipholis my huf- 
(Whom I made lord of me and ail I had, [band, 
At your important letters), this ill day 
A moft outrageous fit of madnefs took him ; 
That defp'rately he hurry'd through the ftreet, 
With him his bondman ail as mad as he, 
Doing difpleafure to the citizens, 
By ruftiing in their houfes ; bearing thence 
Rings, jewels, any thing his rage did like. 
Once did I get him bound, and fent him home, 
Whilft to take order for the wrongs I went, 
That here and there his fury had committed : 
Anon, I wot not by what ftrong efeape, 
He broke from thofe that had the guard of him : 
And, with his mad attendant mad himfelf, 
Each one with ireful paflion, with drawn fwords, 
Met us again, and, madly bent on us, 
Chas'd us away ; till, raifing of more aid, 
We came again to bind the m ; then they fled 
Into this abbey, whither we purfu'd them ; 
And here the Abbefs fhuts the gâtes on us, 
And will not fuffer us to fetch him out, 
Nor fend him forth, that we may bear him hence; 
Therefore, moft gracious Duke, with thy command, 
Let him be brought forth, and borne hence for help. 

Duke. Long lince thy hufband ferv'd me in my wars* 
And I to thee engag*d a prince's word, 
When thou didft make him mafter of thy bed, 
To do him ail the grâce and good 1 could. 
Go, fome of y ou, knock at the abbey-gate ; 
And bid the Lady Abbefs corne to me. 
I will détermine this before I Air. 

SCENE IV. Enter a Mejfenger. 

Mejf. O miftrefs, miftrefs, fhift and fave yourfelff 
My mafter and his man are both broke loofe, 
Beaten the maids a-row, and bound the DocTxh> 
R z 
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Whofe beard they have fing'd off with brands of fire; 
And ever as it blaz'd, they threw on him 
(Jrcat pails of puddled mire to quench thehair; 
IS1 y mafter preaches patience to him, and the whUe 
Ilis m;m with fciffars nicks him like a fool : 
And, fure, unlefs you fend fome prefent help, s 
Betv/een them they will kill the conjurer. 

sMr. Peace, fool, thy mafter and his man are here, 
And that is falfe thou doft report to us. 

Mej]\ Miftrefs, upon my life, I tell you true ; 
I have not breath'd almoft fince I did fee it. 
Fie cries for you, and vows if he can take you, 
To fcotch your face, and to disfigure you. 

[Cry nvithin, 

Hark, hark, I hear him, miftrefs; fly, be gone. 

Duke . Corne, ftand by me, fear nothing : guard witk 
halberds. 

Adr. Ay me, it is my hufband ; witnefs you, 
That he is borne about invifible ! 
Ev'n now we hous'd him in the abbey here, 
And now he's there, paft thought of human reafon. 

SCENE V. 

Enter Antipholis and Dromio <?/*Ephefus. 

E. Jnt. Juftice, moft gracious Duke, oh, grant me 
juftice. 

Even for the fervice that long fince I did thee, 
When I beftrid thee in the wars, and took 
Deep fears to fave thy life, even for the blood 
That then I loft for thee, now grant me juftice. 

JEgeon. Unlefs the fear of death doth make me doat, 
I fee my fon Antipholis and Dromio. 

E. An*. Juftice, fweet Prince, againft that woma* 
there : 

She whom thou gav'ft to me to be my wife ; 
That hath abufed and difhonour'd me, 
Ev'n in the ftrength and height of injury. 
Beyond imagination is the wrong, 
That Aie this day hath fhamelefs thrown on me. 
Duke, Difcover how, and thou fhalt find rae juft. 
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E. Ant. This day, great Duke, ftie fliut thc doors 
upon nie; 

Whilft me with harlots feafted in my houfe. 

Duke, A grievous fault ; fay, woman, didft thou fo ? 

Adr. No, my good Lord : myfelf, he, and my fifter, 
To-day did dine together : fo befal my foui, 
As this is falfe he burdens me withal ! 

Luc. Ne'er may I look on day, nor fleep on night, 
But me tells to your Highnefs {impie truth ! 

Ang. O perjur'd woman ! they are both forfwora. 
In this the madman juilly charge th them., 

E. Ant. My Liège, I am advifed what I fay. 
Neither difturb'd with the effeft of wine, 
Nor, heady-rafh, provok'd with raging ire ; 
Albeit my wrongs might make one wifer mad. 
This woman lock'd me out this day from dinner ; 
That goldfmith tliere, were he not pack'd with her # 
Could witnefs it ; for he was with me then j 
Who parted with me to go fetch a chain r 
Promifing to bring it to the Porcupine, 
Where Balthazar and I did dine together. 
Our dinner done, and he not coming thither, 
I went to feek him; in the ftreet I met him, 
And in his company that gentleman. 
There did this perjur'd goldfmith fwear me down r 
That I this day from him receiv'd the chain, 
Which, God he knows, I faw not ; for the which? 
He did arreft me with an ofRcer. 
I did obey, and fent my peafant home 
For certain ducats ; he with none return'd. 
Then fairly I befpoke the officer, 
To go in perfon with me to my houfe. 
By th' way we met my wife, her (Hier, and 
A rabble more of vile confçderates : 
They brought one Pinch, a hungry lean-fac'd villaînj 

• A mere anatomy, a mountebank, 

* A thread-bare juggler, and a fortune-teller, 

' A needy, hollow-ey'd, fharp-looking wretch^ 
« A living dead man.' This pernicious flave, 
Forfooth, took on him as a conjurer; 
And, gazing in my eyes, feeling my pulfe, 
And with no face, as 'twere, out-facing me, 
R 3 
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Cries out, I was poflefs'd. Then ail together 

The y fell upon me, bound me, bore me thence ; 

And in a dark and dankifh vault at home 

There left me and my man, both bound together, 

Till, gnawing with my teeth my bonds afunder, 

î gain'd my freedom, and immediately 

Ran hither to your Grâce ; whom I befeech 

To give me ample fatisfaclion 

For thefe deep marnes and great indignities. 

Ang. My Lord, in truth, thus far I witnefs withhrm; 
That he din'd not at home, but was lock'd out. 

Duke. But had he fuch a chain of thee, or no ? 

Ang. He had, my Lord ; and when he ran in here, 
Thefe people faw the chain about his neck. 

Mer. Befides, I will be fworn, thefe ears of mine 
Hcard you confefs, you had the chain of him, 
A fret you firft forfwore it on the mart ; 
And thereupon I drew my fword on you ; 
And then you fled into this abbey here, 
From whence I think you 're come by miracle. 

E. Ant. I nevercame within thefe abbey-walls, 
Nor ever didft. thou draw thy fword on me ; 
I never faw the chain, fo help me heav'n l 
And this is falfe you burden me withal. 

Duke, Why, what an intricate impeach is this ? 
I think you ail have drunk of Circe's cup ; 
lf here you hous'd him, here he would have been ; 
If he were mad, he would not plead fo coldly : 
You fay, he dinM at home; the goldfmith here 
Dcnies that faying. Sirrah, what fay you ? 

E. Dro. Sir, he dinM with her there at the Porcu- 
pine. 

Cour. He did, and from my finger fnatch'd that ring. 
E. Ant. 'Tis true, my Liège, this ring I had of her. 
Duke. Saw'ft thou him enter at the abbey here ? 
Cour. As fure, my Liège, as I do fee your Grâce. 
Duke. Why, this is ftrange ; go call the Abbefs hi- j 
ther : 

I tkink you are ail mated or ftark mad. 

[Exit one to the Ahbefs, 
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SCENE VI. 

JEgeon. Moft mighty Duke, vouchfafe me fpeak % 
word : 

Haply I fee a friend will fave my life, 
And pay the fum that may deliver me. 

Duke. Speak freely, Syracufan, what thou wilt. 

JEgeon* Is not your name, Sir, calPd Antipholis f 
And is not that your bondman Dromio ? 

E. Dro. Within this hour I was his bondman, Sir, 
But he, I thank mm, gnaw'd in two my cords ; 
Jîbw am I Dromio, and his man unbound. 

JEgeon. I am fure you both of you remember me. 

E. Dro. Ourfelves we do remember, Sir, by you; 
for lately we were bound, as you are now. 
You are not Pinch's patient, are you, Sir ? 

JEgeon. Why look you ftrange on me ? you knowme 
well. 

E. Ant. I never faw you in my life till now. 
JEgeon. Oh ! grief hath chang'd me fince you fa* 
me laft ; 

And careful hours with Time*s deformed hand 
Have written ftrange defeatures in my face : 
But tell me yet, doft thou not know my voice ? 

E. Ant. Neither. 

JEgeon. Dromio, nor thou ? 

E. Dro. No, truft me, Sir, nor I. 

JEgeon. I am fure thou doft. 

E. Dro. I, Sir ; but I am fure I do not : and what- 
foever a man dénies, you are now bound to believe him. 

JEgeon. Not know my voice ! Oh, Time's extremity f 
Haft thou fo crack'd and fplitted my poor tongue 
In feven fhort years, that here my only fon 
Knows not my feeble key of untun'd cares ? 
' Tho' now this grained face of mine be hid 
' In fap-confuming winter's drizled fnow, 
« And ail the conduits of my blood froze up ; 
« Yet hath my night of life fome memory ; 

* My wafting lamp fome fading glimmer left, 
4 My dull deaf ears a little ufe to hear : 

« Ail thefe liold witnefles I cannot err, 

* Tell m thou art my fon Aûtipholis/ <i 
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E. Ant. I never faw my father in my life. 

JEgeon. But feven years fince, in Syracufa bay, 
Thou know'ft, we parted ; but, perhaps, my fon, 
Thou fham'ft t' acknowledge me in mifery. 

E. Ant. The Duke, and ail that know me in the city r 
Can witnefs with me that it is not fo : 
I ne'er faw Syracufa in my life. 

Duke. I tell thee, Syracufan, twenty years 
Have I been patron to Antipholis, 
During which time he ne'er faw Syracufa : 
I fee, thy âge and dangers make thee doaw 

SCENE VII. 

Enter the Abbefs, ujitb AntiphoKs Syracufan, andT)t& 
mio Syracufan. 

Abb. Moft mighty Duke, behold a man mucb 
wrong'd. [AU gather to fee b'm. 

Adr. I fee two hufbands, or mine eyes deceive me. 
. Duke. One of thefe men is genius to the other ; 
And fo of thefe which is the natural man, 
And which the fpirit ? who decyphers them ? 

S. Dro. I, Sir, am Dromio; command him away» 

.E. Dro. I, Sir, am Dromio; pray let me ftay. 

S. Ant. iEgeon, art thou not ? or elfe his ghoft ? 

S. Dro. O, my old mafter ! who hath bound him 
here ? 

Abb. Whoever bound him, I will loofe his bonds ; 
And gain a hufband by his liberty. 
Speak, old iEgeon, if thou be'ft the man, 
That hadft a wife once calPd JEmilia, 
That bore thee at a burden two fair fons ? 
Oh, if thou be'ft the famé jEgeon, fpeakj 
And fpeak unto the famé iEmilia. 

Duke. Why, here begins his morning-ftory right : 
Thefe two Antipholis's, thefe two fo like, 
And thofe two Dromio's, one in femblance ; 
Befides her urging of her wreck at fea, 
Thefe plainly are the parents to thefe children, 
Which accidentally are met together. 
* JEgeon. If I dream not, thou art ^milia y 
J£ thou art ihe, ^eji me where is that fo* 
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That floated wîth thee on the fatal raft. 

Abb. By men of Epidamnum, he and I, 
And the twin Dromio, ail were taken up ; 
But, by and by, rude Bfhermen of Corinth 
By force took Dromio and my fon from them. 
And me they left with thofe of Epidamnum. 
What then became of them, I cannot tell ; 
I, to this fortune that you fee me in. 

Duke. Antipholis, thou cam'ft from Corinth firft. 

S . Ant. No, Sir, not I ; I came from Syracufe. 

Duke. Stay, ftandapart; I knownot which is which* 

E. Ant. I came from Corinth, my moft gracious 
Lord. 

E. Dr g. Ànd I with him. 

E. Ant. Brought to this town by that moft famous 
warrior, 

Duke Menaphon, your moft renowned uncle. 

Adr. Which of you two did dine with me to-day ? 

S. Ant. I, gentle miftrefs. 

Adr. And are not you my hufband ? 

E. Ant. No, I fay Nay to that, 

S. Ant. And fo do I, yet (he did call me fo; 
And this fair gentlewoman, her fifter here, 
Did- call me brother. What I told you„then, 
I hope I fhall have leifure to make good, 
If this be not a dream I fee and hear. 

Ang. That is the chain, Sir, which you had of me. 

S. Ant. Ithink it be, Sir, I deny it not. 

E. Ant. And you, Sir, for this chain arrefted me, 

Ang. I think I did, Sir; I deny it not. 

Adr. I fent you money, Sir, to be your bail, 
By Dromio ; but, I think, he brought it not. 

E. Dro. No, none by me. 

5. Ant. This purfe of ducats I receiv'd from you. 
And Dromio my man did bring them me ; 
I fee, we ftill'did meet each other's man, 
And I was ta'en for him, and he for me, 
And thereupon thefe errors ail arofe. 

E. Ant. Thefe ducats pawn I for my father here. 

Duke. It (hall not need, thy father hath his life. 

Cour. Sir, I rauft have that diamond from you; 
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£. Ant. There, take it; and much thanks for my 
good cheer. 

Ahb. Renowned Duke, vouchfafe to take the pain» 
To go with us into the abbey hçre, 
Ànd hear at large difcourfed ail our fortunes ; 
And ail that are afferabled in this place, 
That by this fympathized one day's error 
Have fuffer'd wrong ; go, keep us company, 
And ye (hall have full fatisfadtion. 
Twenty-five years have I but gone in travel 
Of you my fons ; nor, till this prefent hour, 
My heavy burdens are delivered. 
The Duke, my hufband, and my children both, 
And you the calendars of their nativity, 
Go to a goflip's feaft and gaude with me, 
After fo long grief fuch nativity ! 

Duke. With ail my heart, I '11 goffip at this feafï. 

\Exeunt* 

SCENE VIII. 

Mancnt the tnuo Antipholis's, and i<wo Dromio's. 
S. Dro. Mafter, fhall I fetch your ftuff from ftûp- 
board ? 

E. Ant. Dromio, what ftuff of mine haft thou im- 

bark'd > 

S. Dro. Your goods, that lay at hoft, Sir, in the 
Centaur. 

S. Ant. He fpeaks to me ; I am your mafter, Dromio. 
Come, go with us, we*U look to that anon : 
Embrace thy brother there, rejoice with him. 

{Exeunt Antipholis S. WE. 
S. Dro. There is a fat friend at your mafter's houfe* 
That kitchen'd me for you to-day at dinner. 
She now fhall be my fifter, not my wife. 
E. Dro. Methinks you are my glafs, and not vaj 
brother. 

I fee by you I am a fweet-fac'd youth : 
Will you walk in to fee their goffiping ? 

S. Dro. Not I, Sir ; you 're my eider.. 

E. Dro. That's a queftion. 
How (hall I try it ? 
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S. Dro. We'U draw cuts for the fenior. 

Till then, lead thou firft. 
E. Dro. Nay, then thus— \Embractng. 

We came into the world, like brother and brother ; 

And now let's go hand in hand, not one before another. 

[Exeunf. 
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The WinteVs Tale *. 



DRAMATIS PERSON^. 



^zovtes, Kingof Sicilia. 
Polixenes Kingof Bithynia f . 
Maimllîus (< y0ff»£ Prince of Sicilia. 
ïlorizel, Prince of Bithynia. 
Camillo, *\ 

Antigonus, Ç sman UrdSt 
Cleomenes, C 
Dion, J 
Another Sicilian Lord. 
Archidamus, a Bithynlm Lord. 
Rogcro, a Sicilian Gentleman. 
An attendant on theyoung Prince 

Mamillius. 
Officers of a court of judicature. 
Old Jbepherd, reputed father of 

Perdit a. 
Cloivn, hisfon. 



A Mariner, 

Goaler. • 

Servant to the old Jbepbertt. 
Autolicus, a rogue. 
Time, as Chorus. 

Hermione, <%uecn to Leontes. 
Perdita', daugbter to Leontes and 

Hermione. 
Paulina, wife to Antigonus. 
JEmilia, attendant ontbeQuee* 
Tivo other Ludies. 

Satyrs for a dance, Shepherds, 
Sbepherdefes, Guards, and At» 
tendants. 



Tes. 



SCENE, fomettmes in Sicilia, fometimes in Bithynia. 



ACTI. SCENE I. 

An anthhamler in Leontes's palaet. 

Enter Camillo and Archidamus. 

Areh. XF you fhall chance, Camillo, to vifit Bithy- 
I nia on the like occafion whereon my fervicei 
X are now on foot ; you fhall fee, as I ha?e 
faid, great différence betwixt our Bithynia and your Si- 
cilia. 

* The plot taken from the old ftory-book of Doraftus and Faum. 

+ The country here called Bithynia, hath in former éditions betf 
printed Bohemia, an inland kingdom fituated nearly in the cent* 
of Europe ; whereas many of the great incidents of the play turn 
Mpon its being a maritime country, of which Polixenes was thcKiDg* 
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Cam. I thînk this coming fummer the King of Siri- 
îia means to pay Bkhynia the vifitation which he juftly 
owes him. 

Arch. Wherein our entertainment (hall fhame us, wc 

will be juftified in our loves ; for, indeed, 

Cam. 'Befeech y ou ■ 

Arch. Verily, I fpeak k in the freedom of myknow- 

ledge ; we cannot wkh fuch magnificence ia fo 

rare 1 know not what to fay we will give you 

fleepy drinks, that your fenfes (unintelligent of our ia- 
fufficience) may, though they cannot praife us, as littlc 
aceufe us. 

Cam. You pay a great deal too dear for what 's given 
freely,. 

Arch. Belicve me, I fpeak as my underftanding in- 
Uructs me, and as mine honefty puts it to utterance. 

Cam. Sicilia cannot fhew himfelf over-kmd to Bithy- 
nia ; they were train'd together in their childhoods ; 
and there rooted betwixt them then fuch an affection, 
which cannot chufe but branch now.„ Since their more 
mature dignities and royal necelHties made feparation of 
their fociety, their «encounters, though not perfonal, 
have been royalry attornied with interchange of gifts, 
letters, loving embafîies, that they have feem'd to be 
together, though abfent ; fhook hands, us over a vaft ; 
and embrac'd, as it were, from the ends of oppofed 
winds. The heav'ns continue their loves ! — 

Arch. I think there is not m the world either malice 
or matter to alter it. You have an unfpeakable comfort 
of your young Prince Mamihius : it is a gentleman of 
the greateft promife that ever came into my note. 

Cam. I very well agrée with you ki the hopes of him : 
it is a gallant child ; one that indeed phyfics the fubject, 

This is ablunder and an abfurdity of which Shakefpear in juftice 
ought not to be though t capable : and as he hath turnM cjuite anew 
theftory contain'd in the old paltry book of Doraf.us and Faunia, 
chiingmg moft of the main circumftances and ail the names of the 
perfons ; it is probable he remôvcd this impropriety, and placed the 
feenc in Biibyriù. which the ignorance and négligence of the firil 
tranferibers or printeis might corrupt, and bring back again to Bo- 
bttnia, by a lefs variation in the letters than they have been gujlt^ 
«f in numberlefs other places of this work, 

Vai. IIL S 



Digitized byGOOgle 



206 The Winter's Talé. hà î. 

makes old hearts frefh : they that went on crutches erc 
he was born, dcfire yet their life to fee him a man. 

Arch. Would they elfe be content to die ? 

Cam. Yes, if there were no other excufe why they 
fhould délire to live. 

Arch. If the King had no fon, they would defire to 
live on crutches tiJJ he had one. 

SCENE II. Opens to the prefence. 

Enter Leontes, Hermione, Mamillius, Polixenes, and 
attendants \ 

Pol. Nine changes of the watry ftar hath bien 
(The Ihepherd's note *) fince we have left our thronc 
. Without a burthen : time as long again 
Would be fill'd up, my brother, with our thanks; 
And yet we fhould, for perpetuity, 
Go hence in debt : and therefore, like a cypher, 
Yet ftanding in rich place, I multiply 
With one We thank you> many thoufands more 
That go before it. 

Léo. Stay your thanks a while, 
And pay them when you part. 

Pol. Sir, that's to-morrow : 
l 'm queftion'd by my fears, of what may chance 
Or breed upon our abfence ; may there blow 
No fneaping winds at home, to make us fay, 
" This is put forth too truly." Befides, I haye ftay'd 
To tire your royalty. 

Léo. We are tougher, brother, 
Than you can put us to't. 

Pol. No longer ftay. 

Léo. One fev'n-night longer. 

Pol. Very footh, to-morrow. 

Léo. We '11 part the time between's then : and in that 
I '11 no gainfaying. 

Pol. Prefs me not, 'befeech you, fo ; 
There is notongue that moves, none, none i^h'world, 
So foon as your's, could win me : fo it fhould now, 
Were th i e neceffity in your requeft, altho 1 
'Twere n edful I denyM it. My aflfairs 
* f> e. I uic the Ihcpherd's reckoning. 
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Do even drag me homeward ; which to hinder, 
Were, in your love, a whip to me ; my ftay, 
Fo you a charge and trouble : to fave both, 
Farewel, our brother. 

Léo. Tongue-ty'd our Queen ? fpeak you. 

Her. I had thought, Sir, to Ve held my peace, untîl 
You *ad drawn oaths from him not to ftay : you, Sir, 
Charge him too coldly. Tell him, you are fure, 
Ail in Bithynia's well : this fatisfa&ion 
The bygone day proclaim'd ; fay this to him, 
He 's beat from his beft ward. 

Léo. Well faid, Hermione. 

Her. To tell, he longs to fee his fon, were ftrong ; 
But let him fay fo then, and let him go ; 
But let him fwear fo, and he (hall not ftay ; 
We'll thwack him hence with diftaffs. 
Yet of your royal prefence I '11 adventure \To Pol. 
The borrow of a week. When at Bithynia 
You take my Lord, I 'Il give you my commiffion, 
To let him there a month, behind the geft 
Prefix'd for's parting : yet, good heed, Leontes, 
I love thee not a jar o* th* clock behind 
What lady me her lord. You '11 ftay ? 
Pol. No, Madam. 
Her. Nay, but you will ? 
PoL I may not, verily. 
Her. Verily? 
You put me off with limber vows ; but I, 
TW you would feek t 'unfphere the ftars with oaths^ 
Should yet fay, " Sir, no going : verily, 
'* You fhall not go a Lady's verily is 
As potent as a Lord's. Wiil you go yet ? 
Force me to keep you as a prifoner, 
Not like a gueft ? fo you (hall pay your fees, 
When you départ, and fave your thanks. How fay 
you ? 

My prifoner ? or my gueft ? by your dread verily y 
One of them you (hall be. 

Pol. Your gueft then, Madam : 
To be your prifoner, fhould import ofFending j 
Which is for me lefs eafy to commit, 
Than you to puniih. 

S 2 
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Her. Not your goaler then, 
But your kind hoûefs ; corne, I 'II queftion you 
Of my Lord's tricks,. and your's, when you were boy*: 
You were pretty lordings then ? 

Pol. Wewere, fair Queen, 
Two lads, that thought there was no more behind> 
But fuch a day to-tnorrow as to-day* 
And to be boy eternal. 

Her. Was not my Lord 
The verier wag o' th' two ? 

Pol. We were as twinn'd larabs, that did fxiflc i* th* 
fun, 

And bîeat the one at th' other : what we ehang'd y 
"Was innocence for innocence \ we knew not 
The doctrine of ill-doing ; no, nor dream'd 
That any did : had we purfu'd that life r 
And our weak fpirits ne'er bee» higher rear'd 
With ftronger blood, we fhould have anfwer'd heaTCJ* 
Boldly, Not guilty ; th.' impofition clear'd, 
Hereditary ours*- 

Her* By this we gather 
You have tript fince. 

PoL O my moft facred Lady, 
Temptations have fînce then been born to's : for 
In thofe unftedg'd days was my wife a girl ; 
Your precious felf had not then crofs'd the eye* 
Of my young play-feUow. 

Her. Grâce to boot F 
Of this make no conclu fion, left you fayy 
Your Queen and I are de vils. Yet go on ; 
Th' offences we have made you do, we'll anfwer^ 
If you fîrft finn'd with us, and that with us 
You did continue fault ; and that you. flipt not* 
"With any but with us^ 

Léo. Is he won yet ? 

Her. He'll ftay, my Lord. 

Le?. At my requeft he would noir: 
Hérmione, my deareft, thou ne'er fpok*it 
To better purpofe. 

* i. e. fctting afide original fin ; bating the impofition from 
the offence of our firlt parents, we might haye boldly protcllei 
cur innocence to heaven. 
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Her. Never ? 
Léo. Never but once. 

Mer. What ? have I twice faid well ? when was't 
before ? 

I pr'ythee tell me ; cram's with praife, and make's 

As fat as tame things : one good deed, dying tonguelefs, 

Slaughters a thoufand, waiting upon that. 

Our praifes are our wages. Y ou may ride 's 

With one foft kifs a thoufand furlongs, ère 

With fpur we heat an acre, but to th' goal # . 

My laft good deed was to intreat his ftay ; 

What was my firfl ? it has an elder fifter, 

Or I miftake you : O, would her name were Grâce ! 

But once before I fpake to th* purpofe ? when ? 

Nay, let me hav 't ; I long. 

Léo. Why, that was when 
Three crabbed months had fowr'd themfelves to death, 
Ere I could make thee open thy white hand, 
And clepe thyfelf my love ; then didft thou utter, 
" lam your's for ever. 

Her, 'Tis grâce, indeed. 
Why, lo you now ; I Ve fpoke to th' purpofe twice ; 
The one for ever earo'd a royal hufoand ; 
Th' other, for fome while a friend. 

Léo. Toohot, toohot L'ifîdç» 

To mingle friendfliip far, is mingling bloods. 

I have tremor cor dis on me —my heart dances ; 

But not for joy not joy. This entertainment 

May a free face put on ; dérive a liberty 
From heartinefs, from bounty, fertile bofom, 
And well become the agent : 't may, I grant ; 
But to be padling-palms, and pinching fingers, 
As now they are, and making practis'd fmiles, 

As in a looking-glafs and then to figh, as 'twere 

The mort o' th' deer f ; Oh, that is entertainment 

My bofom likes not, nor my brows.. •Mamillius, 

Art thou my boy ? 

Main. Ay, m y good Lord. 

* t. e. good ufage will win us to any tlung; but, wiih ill, we 
ftop (hort, even there wherc both our intcieit and our inclinatioo 
would otherwiic have carried us. 

t A lcfTon upon the horn at the death of the decs* 
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~ Léo. I'fecks! [nofe? 
Why, that's my bawcock ; . what ? has 't fmutch'd thy 
They fay, it's a copy out of mine. Come, Captain, 
We muft be neat ; not neat, but cleanry, Captain ; 

\]Vipes the boy* s fact*. 
Ànd yet the fteer, the heîfer, and the calf, 
Are ail câll'd neat. Still virginalling 

\Obferving Polixenes and Hermione.. 
Upon his pal m ? — —How now, you wanton calf ! 
Art thou my calf? 

Mam. Yes, ïf you will, my Lord. 
Léo, Thou want'ft a rough palh, and the fhoots that 
I have, 

To be full like me. — Yet they fay, we arer 
Almoft as like as eggs : women fay fo, 
That will fay any thing ; but they were falfe, 
As o'er-dy'd blacks*, as winds, as waters; faïïè 
As dice are to be wifh'd, by one that fixes 
No bourne 'twixt his and mine ; yet were it true 
To fay, this boy were like me. Come, Sir page* 
Look on me with your welkin-eye, fweet villain, 
Moft dear'ft, my collop — can thy dam — may 9 t be— 
Imagination . v thou doft ftab to th* centre. 
Thou. doft make poffible things not be fo held, 

"Communicat'ft with dreams (how can this be ?) 

With what's unreal, thou co-aétive art, 

And fellow'ft nothing. Then 'tis very credent, 

Thou may'ft co-join with fomething, and thou doit* 

And that beyond commiflion ; and I find it ; 

And that to the infection of my brains* 

And hard'ning of my browsv 

Pol. What means Sicilia ? 

Her. He fomething feems unfettîed. 

Pol. How ? my Lord ? 

Léo. What cheer ? how is 't with you, beft brother i 

Her. You look 
As if you held a brow of much diftraclion* 
Are not you mov'd, my Lord ? 

Léo. No, in good earneft. 

* A blacb dye bcing ufed in too great quantity, doth not onïjf 
make the cloth to rot upon which it is put, but the colour it&lft* 
fade and grow rufly much the fooner. 
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How foraetîmes nature will betray its folly ! 
Its tendernefs ! and make itfelf a paftime 
To harder bofoms ! Iooking on the Unes 
Of my boy's face, methoughts I did recoil 
Twenty-three years, and faw myfelf unbreech'd,. 
In my green veivet coat ; my dagger muzzled, 
Left it (hould bite its mafter ; and fo prove, 
As ornaments oft do, too dangerous : 
How like, methought, I then was to this kernel,. 
This fquafh, this gentleman. Mine honeft friend, 
Will y ou take eggs for raoney ? 

Mam. No, my Lord, Pli fight. 

Léo. You wilL ! why, happy man be 's dok ! — Mf 
brother,. 

Are you fo fond of your young prince, as wc 
Do feem to be of ours ? 

PoL If at home* Sir* 
He's ail my exerctfey my mirth, my matterj: 
Now my fworn friend, and then mine enemy 
My parafite,. my foldier,. ftatefman, ail. 
He makes a July's day mort as December : 
And, with his varying childnefs, cures in me 
Thoughts that ftiould thick. my blood. 

Léo. So ftands this fquire 
Omc'd with me : we two will walk,. my Lord,. 
And leave y ou to your graver, fteps. Herraione* 
.How thou lov'ft us, fliew in our brother's welcomei. 
Let what is dear in Sicily, be cheap. 
Next to thyfelf, and my young rorer,. he 's 
Apparent to my hearu 

Her. If you will feek usy 
We are your's ï th' garden: {halî's attend you thercT 

Léo, To your ownbents difpofe you ; you '11 be found* 
Be you beneath the fky.. I am angling now, 
Tho' you perceive me not, how I give line ; 
Go to, go to. \.dfide, obferving Her, 

How (he holds up the neb ! the bill to him ! 
And. arms her with the boldnefs of a wife. 

[Exeunt Pofix. Her. and attendante l 
[Marient Léo. Mam. and Cam». 
To her allowing hufband, Gone already, 
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Inch-thick, knee-deep; o'er head and ears, a fork'd 
one. 

Go, play, boy, play thy mother plays, and I 

Play too ; but fo difgrac'd a part, whofe i/Tue 
Will hifs me to my grave : contempt and clamour 

Will be my knell. Go, play, boy, play there have 

been, 

Or I am much deceiv'd, cuckolds ère now ; 
And many a man there is, even at this prefent, 
Now while I fpeak this, holds his wife by th' arm, 
That little thinks Ihe has been fluic'd in 's abfence ; 
And his pond fifh'd by his next neighbour, by 
Sir Smile his neighbour : nay, there's comfort in't, 
Whiles other men have gâtes, and thofe gâtes open'd, 
As mine, agaisft their will. Should ail defpair 
That have revolted wives, the tenth of mankind 
Would hang themfelves. Phylic for't, there isnone. 
It is a bawdy planet, that will ftrike 
Where 'tis ptedominant; and 'tis powerful : thinkit*. 
Many a thoufand of 's have the difeafe, and feel 't not. 
How now, boy ? 

Mam. I am like you, they fay. 

Léo. Why, that 's fome comfort. 
What ! Camillo there ? 

Cam. Ay, my good Lord. 

Léo. Go play, Mamillius thou Vt an honeft man. 

[Exit Mamillius. 

SCENE III. 

Camillo, this Great Sir will yet ftay longer. 

Ca?n. You had much ado to make his anchor hold; 
When you caft out, it ftill came home. 

Léo. Didft note it ? 

Cam. He would not ftay at your pétitions raade ; 
His bufinefs more material. 
Léo. Didft perceive it î 

* think it. 

From eaft, weft, north, and ibuth, bc it conclu*^ 

No barricado for a belly. Know 't, 

ît will let in and out the enemy, . ^ 

"With bag and baggage. 
Many a thoufand, &ç. 
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They're herewith me already; whifp'ring, rounding* ; 
Sicilia is a fo-forth ; 'tis far gone, 
When I (hall guft it laft. How came 't, Camillo, 
That he did ftay ? 

Cam. At the good Queen's intreaty. 

Léo. At the Qtreen's be't : good, fhouldbe pertinent; 
But fo it is r it is not. Was this taken 
By any underllanding pate but thine ? 
For thy conceit is foaking, will draw m 
More than the common blocks; not noted, is 't 
But of the finer natures ? by fome feverals 
Of head-piece extraordinary ; lower méfies, 
Perchance, are to this bufinefs purblind ? fay. 

Cam. Bufinefs, my Lord? I think moft underftan4 
Bithynia ftay s here longer k 

Léo. Ha? 

Cam. Stays here longer» 
Léo. Av, but why ? 

Cam. To fatisfy your Highnefs, and th' intreati«S 
Of our raoft gracious miftrefs. 

Léo. Satisfy 
TV intreaties of your mïftrefs ? fatisfy ? 
Let that fuffice. I've trufted thee, Camillo, 
With ail the things neareft my heart ; as well 
My chamber-cQunfels, wherein, prieft like, thou 
Haft cleans d my bofom. I from thee departed 
Thy pénitent reformé ; but we have beea 
Deceiv'd in thy integrity ; deceiv'd 
In that which feeras fo. 

Cam. Be it forbid, my Lord ■ 

Léo. To bide upon 't. Thou art not honeft ; or> 

If thou inclin'ft that way, thou art a coward, 

Which hoxes honefty behind, reftraining 

From courfe requir'd : or elfe thou muft be counted 

A fervant grafted in my ferious truft, 

And therein négligent; or elfe a fool, 

That feeft a game play'd home» the rich ftake drawa> 

And tak'ft it ail for jcft. 

Cam. My gracious Lord, 
I may be négligent, fooKfh, and fearfuL 
In every one of thefe no man is free, 

* i. c TQun&ng in the tar % a phrafç in ufc atthat tira* 
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But that hîs négligence, his folly, fear, 

Amongft the infinité doings of the world, 

Sometime puts forth. In your afFairs, my Lord, 

If ever I were wilful négligent, 

Jt was my folly : if induftrioufly 

I play'd the fool, it was my négligence, 

Not weighing well the end : if ever fearful 

To do a thing, where I the iflue doubted, 

Whereof the exécution did cry out 

Againft the non-performance, 'twas a fear 

Which oft infects the wifeft. The f e, my Lord, 

Are fuch allow'd infirmities, that honefty 

Is never free of. But, 'befeech your Grâce, 

Be plainer with me, let me know my trefpafs 

By its uwn vifage ; if I then deny it, 

'Tïs none of mine. 

Léo. Ha* not you feen, Camillo, 
(But that 's paft doubt you have; or your eye-glaft 
Is thicker than a cuckold's horns), or heard, 
(For to a vifion fo apparent, rumour 
Cannot be mute), or thought, (for cogitation 
Refîdes not in that man that does not think it), 
My wife is flippery ? if thçu wilt, confefs ; 
(Or elfe be impudently négative, 
To have nor eyes, nor ears, nor thought), then fay, 
My wife 's a hobby-horfe, deferves a name 
As rank as aoy fhx-wench, that puts to 
Before her troth-plight : fay 't, and juftify 't. 

Cam. I would not be a ftander-by, to hear 
My fovereign Miftrefs clouded fo, without 
M y prefent vengeance taken ; 'fhrew my heart, 
You never fpoke what did become you lefs 
Than this ; which to reiterate, were fin 
As deep as that, tho' true. 

Léo. Is whifpering nothing? 
Is leaning cheok to cheek ? is meeting nofes ? 
Kiiîïng with infide lip ? ftopping the career 
Of laughter with a figh ? (a note infallible 
Of breaking honefty) ; horfing foot and foot ? 
Sculking in corners : wifhing clocks more fwift ? 
Hours, minutes ? the noon, midnight, and ail eyes 
JBJind with the pin and web, but theirs ; theirs only, 
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That would, unfeen, be wicked ? Is this nothing ? 
Why, then the world, and ail that 's in't, is nothing. 
The covering fky is nothing, Bithynia nothing ; 
My wife is nothing ; nor nothing have thefe nothings, 
If this be nothing. 

Cam. Good my Lord, be cur'd 
Of this difeas'd opinion, and betimes ; 
For 'tis moft dangerous. 
Léo. Say it be, 'tis true. 
Ca m. No, no, my Lord. * 
Léo. It is ; you lye, you lye. 
I fay thou lyeà, Camillo, and I hate thee ; 
Pronounce thee a grofs lowt, a mindlefs (lave, 
Or elfe a hovering temporizer, that 
Canft with thine eyes at once fee good and evil, 
Inclining to them both : were my wife's liver 
Infe&ed as her life, me would not live 
The running of one glafs. 
Cam. Who do's infect her ? 

Léo. Why he that wears her like his medal, hanging 

About his neck ; Bithynia, who, if I 

Had fervants true about me, that bare eyes 

To fee alike mine honour, as their profits, 

Their own particular thrifts, they would do that 

Which fhould undo more doing : I, and thou 

His cup-bearer, (whom I from meaner form 

Have bench'd, and rear'd to worfhip ; who may 'ft fee 

Plainly, as heav'n fees earth, and earth fees heav'n, 

How I am gaJl*d) ; thou might'ft be-fpice a cup, 

To give mine enemy a lafting wink ; 

Which draught to me were cordial. 

Cam. Sir, my Lord, 
I could do this, ar.d that with no rafli potion, 
But with a ling'ring dram that fhould not work 
Malicioufly, like poifon : but I cannot 
Believe this crack to be in my dread Mftrefs, 
So foveieignly being honourable. 

Léo. l 've lov'd tliee. Make't thy queftion, and 

Do*ft think I am fo muddy, fo unfettled, [go rot : 

To appoint myfelf in this vexation ? Sully 

The purity and whitenefs of my (heets, 

(Which to preferve is fleep ; which being fpotted, 
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Is goads, thoras, nettles, tails of wafps) : 
Give fcandal to tbe blood o' th* Prince, my fon, 
"Who, I do think, is mine, and love as mine, 
Without ripe moving to 't ? would I do this ! 
Could man fo blench ? 

Cam. I muft believe you, Sir; 
I do, and will fetch off Bithynia for *t : 
Provided, that, when he 's remov'd, your Highnefi 
Will take again'your Queen, as your's at firft, 
Even for your fon's fake, and thereby for fealing 
The injury of tongues, in courts and kingdoms 
Known and ally'd to your's. 

Léo. Thou doft advife me, 
Even fo as I mine own courfe have fet down : 
I '11 giv-e no blemifh to her honour, none. 

Cam. My Lord, 
Go then ; and with a countenance as clear 
As friendihip wears at feafts, keep with Bithynia, 
And with your Queen. I ara his cup-bearer ; 
If from me he bave wholfome beveridge, 
Account me not your fervant. 

Léo. This is ail ; 
Do't, and thou haft the one half of my heart; 
Do't not, thou fplit'it. thine own. 

Cam. ï '11 do't, my Lord. 

Léo. I will feem friendJy, as thou hall advis'd me. 

[Ex*. 

Cam. O miferable Lady ! but, for me, 
What cafe ftand I in ? I mufl be the poifoner 
Of good Polixenes, and my ground to do't 
Is the obédience to a mafter ; one, 
Who, in rébellion with himftlf, will have 
Ail that are his fo too. To do this deed, 
Promotion folîows. If I could find example 
Of thoufands, that had ftruck anointed kings, 
And flourifti'd aftcr, l 'd not do 't : but Hnce 
Nor brafs, nor fione, nor parchment, bears not onej 
Let viîlany itfelf forfwear't. I muft 
Forfake the court ; to do 't or no, is certain 
To me a break-neck. Happy ftar reign now 1 
Here cornes Bithynia, 
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SCENE IV. 
Enter Polixenes. 

PoL This is ftrange ! methinks 
My favour hère begins to warp. Not fpeak ?— 
Good day, CamiJlo. 

Cam. Hail, Moft Royal Sir ! 

PoL What is the news i' th* court ? 

Cam. None rare, my Lord. 

PoL The King hath on him fuch a countenance, 
As he had loft fome province, and a région 
Lov'd as he loves himfelf : even now I met him 
With cuftomary compliment, when he, 
Wafting his eyes to th' contrary, and falling 
A lip of much contempt, fpeeds from me, and 
So leaves me to conlider what is breeding, 
That changes thus his manners. 

Cam. I dare not know, my Lord. 

PoL How, dare not? do not? do you know, and 
dare not ? 
Be intelligent to me, 'tis thereabouts : 
For to yourfelf, what you do know, you muft ; 
And cannot fay, you dare not. Good Camillo, 
Your chang'd complexions are to me a mirror, 
Which fhews me mine chang'd too ; for I ruuft bc 
A ]>arty in this altération, finding 
Myfelf thus alter'd with it. 

Cam. The.re is a Ccknefs 
Which puts fome of us in diftemper ; but 
I cannot name the difeafe, and it is caught 
Of you that yet are well. 

PoL How caught it of me ? 
Make me not fighted like the bafiliik. 
l've look'd on thoufands, who have fped the better 
By my regard, but kill'd none fo. Camillo, 
As you are certainly a gentleman, 
Clerk-like experierc'd, (which no lefs adorns 
Our gentry, than our parents' noble names, 
In whofe fuccefs * we are gentle), I befeech you, 
If you know aught which does behove my knowkdge 

* L e. fucceffion, . 

Vol. III. T 
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Thercof to be inform'd, imprifon 't not 
In ignorant concealment. 

Cam. I may not anfwer. 

Pol. A ficknefs caught of me, and yet I wcll ? 
I muft be anfwer'd. Doft thou hear, Camillo, 
I conjure thee by ail the parts of man, 
Which honour does acknowledge, (whereof the leaft 
Is not this fuit of mine), that thou déclare, 
What incidency thou doft guefs of harm 
Is creeping towards me ; how far ofF, how near ; 
Which way to be prevented, if it be ; 
If not, how beft to bear it. 

Cam. Sir, I '11 tell you. 
Since I am charg'd in honour, and by him 
That I think honourable ; therefore mark my counfel ; 
Which muft be ev'n as fwiftly folio w'd as 
I mean to utter it ; or both yourfelf and me 
Cry loft, and fo good nient. 

Pol. On, good Camillo. 

Cam. 1 am appointed him to murder you. 

Pol. By whom, Camillo ? 

Cam. By the King. 

Pol. For what ? 

Cam. He thinks, nay, with ail confidence hc fweaty 
As he had feen 't, or been an inftrument 
To vice you to 't *, that you have touch'd his Queea 
Forbiddenly. 

Pol. Oh, then, my beft blood tura 
To an infecïed gelly, and my name 
Be yok'd with his that did betray the beft ! 
Turn then my frefheft réputation to 
A favour that may ftrike the dulleft noftril 
Where I ardre ; and my approach be fhunn'd, 
Nay, hated too, worfe than the great'ft infection 
That e'er was heard or read ! 

Cam. Swear this though over 
By each particular ftar in heaven, and 
By ail their influences • you may as well 
Forbid the fèa for to obey the moon, 
As or by oath remove, or counfel fhake, 

* t. e. to draw, pcrfuadc you. The changer callcd tic V& 
|n the old plays, was the TcmfUr to cvil. 
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The fabrîc of his folly ; whofe foundation 
Is piPd upon his faith, and will continue 
The ftanding of his body. 

Pol* How ftiould this grow ? 

Cam. I know not ; but l 'm fure 'tis fafer to 
Avoid what's grown, than queftion how 'tis bord. 
If therefore you dare trufl my honefty, 
That lies inclofed in this trunk, which you 
Shall bear along impawn'd, away to-night ; 
Your followers I will whifper to the bufinefs ; 
And will by twoes and threes, at feveral pofterns, 
Clear thera o' th' city. For myfelf, I '11 put 
My fortunes to your fervice, which are here 
By this difeovery loft. Be not uilcertain ; 
For, by the honour of my parents, I 
Have utter'd truth ; which if you feek to prove, 
I dare not ftand by ; nor mail you be fafer, 
Than one condemned by the King's own raouth 5 
Thereon his exécution fworn. 

Pol. I do believe thee : 
I faw his heart in 's face. Give me thy hand ; 
Be pilot to me, and thy places fhall 
Still neighbour mine. My mips are ready, and 
My people did expect my hence departure 

Two days ago. This jealoufy 

Is for a precious créature ; as Ihe 's rare, 

Muft it be great ; and, as his perfon 's mighty, 

Muft it be violent ; and as he does conceive 

He is difhonour'd by a man which ever 

Profefs'd to him, why, his revenges muft 

In that be made more bitter. Fear o'er-fhades me : 

Good expédition be my friend, and comfort 

The gracious Queen's ; part of his thème, but nothing 

Of his ill-ta'en lufpicion ! Come, Camillo, 

I will refpedl thee as a father, if 

Thou bear'ft my life ofF hence. Let us avoid. 

Cam. It is in mine authority to command 
The keys of ail the pofterns : pleafe your Highnefs 
To take the urgent hour. Come, Sir, away, [Extunt. 

T 2 
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A C T II. SCENE I. 

The palace. 

Enter Hermione, Mamillius, and Ladier. 

lier. r T^ Ake the boy to you ; he fo troubles rae, 
X 'Tis paft enduring. 

i Lady. Corne, my gracious Lord. 
Shall I be your play-fellow ? 

Mam. No, I'il none of you. 

1 luidy. Why, my fweet Lord ? 

Mam. You '11 kifs me hard, and fpeak to me as if 
I were a baby ftill ; I love you better. 

2 Lady. And why fo, my Lord ? 
Mam, Not for becaufe 

Your brows are blacker ; yet black brows, they fay, 
Become fome women beft ; fo that there be not 
Too much hair there, but in a femicircle, 
Or a half-moon made with a pen. 

2 Lady. Who taught you this ? 

Mam. I learn'd it out of womens' faces : pray now, 
What colour be your eye-brows ? 

i Lady. Blue, my Lord. 

Mam. Nay, that 's a mock : l 've feen a lady "s nofe 
That has been blue, but not her eye-brows. 

1 Lady. Hark ye, 

The Queen your mother rounds apace : we fhall 
Prefent oùr. fer vices to a fine new prince 
One of thefe days ; and then you 11 wanton with us, - 
If we would have you. 

2 Lady. She is fprcad of late 

Into a goodly bulk, (good time encounter her !) 

Her. What wifdom ftirs amongft you ? corne, Sir, now 
I am for you again. Pray you fit by us, 
And tell 's a taie. 

Mam. Merry, or fad, fhairtbe? 

Her. As merry as you will. 
t Mam* A fad taie 's beft for winter. 
I have one of fprights and goblins. 

Her. Let 's have that, good Sir. 
Corne on, fit down. Corne on,, and do your beft 
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To fright me with your fprights : you're powcrful at it. 

Mam. There was a man ■ 

Her. Nay, corne, fit down ; then on. 

Mam. Dwelt by a church-yard ; 1 will tell it 

Tond crickets Ihall not hear it. [foftly i 

Her. Corne on, then, and give 't me in mine ear. 

SCENE IL 

Enter Leontes, Antigonus, and Lords. 

Léo. Was he met there ? his train ? Camillo witk 
him ? 

Lord. Behind the tuft of pines I met them ; never 
Saw I men fcowr fo on their way : I ey'd them 
Even to their mips. 

Léo. How biefs 'd am I 
Id my juft cenfure ! in my true opinion ! 
Alack, for le/Ter knowledge, how accursM 
In being fo biefs 'd ! . " There may be in the cup 
" A fpider fteep'd, and one may drink; départ, 
u And yet partake no venom ; for his knowledge 
" Is not infe&ed : but if one prefent 
" Th' abhorr'd ingrédient to his eye, make known 
" How he hath drunk, he cracks his gorge, his fides 

" With violent hefts. 1 have drunk, and feen the 

fpider. 

Camillo was his help in this, his pander : 
There is a plot againft my life, my crown ; 
Ail 's true that is miftrufted : that falfe villain, 
Whom I employ'd, was pre-employ'd by him : 
He hath difcover'd my defign, and I 
Remain a pincVd thing * j yea, a very trick 
For them to play at will. How came the poftern9 
So eafily open ? 

Lord. By his great authority, 
Which often hath no lefs prevaiFd than fo 
On your command. 

Léo. I know't too well. 
Give me the boy ; l 'm glad you did not nurfe him : 

* Alluding to the fiiperftition of the vulgar concerning thofè wh« 
were inchanted, aihi faftcncd to the fpot, by charms fupcriur to 
their own, 

T 3 
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Though he does bear forae fïgns of me, yet you 
Have too much blpod in him. 
Her. What is this ? fport ? 

Léo* Bear the boy hence, he (hall not come about her ; 
Away with him, and let her fport herfelf 
With that me Ybig with : for 'tis Polixenes 
Has made thee fwell thus. 

Her. But I 'd fay, he had not ; 
And, I '11 he fworn, you would believe my faying, 
Howe'er you lean to th' nayward. 

Léo. You, my Lords, 
Look on her, mark her well ; be but about 
To fay, me is a goodly lady, and 
The juftice of your hearts will thereto add, 
'Tis pity lhe 's not honeft, honourable : 
Praife her but for this her without-door form, 
(Which, on myfaith, deferveshigh fpeech), andftraight 
The fhrug, the hum, or ha, — (thefe petty brands, 

That calumny doth ufe : oh, I am out, 

That mercy do's ; for calumny will fear 
Virtue itfelf) ; thefe fhrugs, thefe hums, and ha's, 
When you have faid fhe 's goodly, come between, 
Ere you can fay fne's honeft : but be 't known, 
From him, that has moft caufe to grieve it fhould be, 
She 's an adult'refs. 

Her. Should a villain fay fo, 
The moft repleniftVd villain in the world, 
He were as much more villain : y pu, my Lord, 
Do but miftake. 

Léo. You have miftook, myLady, - 
Polixenes for Leontes. O thou thing, 
Which I '11 not call a créature of thy place, 
Left barbarifm, making me the précèdent, • 
Should a like language ufe to ail degrees ; 
And mannerly diftinguifhment leave out 

Betwixt the prince and beggar. 1 have faid, 

She 's an adult'refs ; I have faid with whom : m 

More ; lhe 's a traitor, and Camillo is 

A fcderary with her ; and one that knows 

What me fhould marne to know herfelf, 

Éut with her moft vile principal, that fhe '* 

A bed-fwerver, even as bad as thofe 
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That vulgars gîve bolcTft titles ; ay, and privy 
To this their Jate efcape. 

Her. No, by my life, 
Privy to none of this : how will this grieve you, 
When you fhall come to clearer knowledge, that 
You thus have publifh'd me ? Gentle my Lord, 
You fcarce can right me throughly then, to fa y 
You did miftake. 

Léo. No, if I miftake 
In thefe foundations which I build upon, 
The centre is not big enough to bear 
A fchool-boy's top. Away with her to prifon : 
He who fhall fpeak for her, is far off guilty, 
But that he fpeaks. 

Her. There 's fome ill plane t reigas ; 
I jmift be patient, till the heavens look 
With an afpecl more favourable. Good my Lords» 
I am not prone to weeping, as our fex 
Commonly are, the want of which vain dew, 
Perchance, (hall dry your. pitiés ; but I have 
That honourable grief lodg'd here, which burns 
Worfe than tears drown : 'befeech you ail, my Lords, 
With thoughts fo qualified as your charities 
Shall beft inftruét you, meafure me ; and fo 
The King's will be perform'd ! 

Léo. Shall I be heard ? 

Her. Who is 't that goes with me ? 'befeech you* 
My women may be with me ; for you lèe [Highnefs, 
My plight requires it. Do not weep, good fools, 
There is no caufe ; when you fhall know your miftrefs 
Has deferv'd prifon, then abound in tears, 
As I come out ; this action I now go on, 
Is for my better grâce. Adieu, my Lord, 
I never wifh'd to fee you forry ; now, 
Itruft, I fhall. My women,— come, you've leave. 
Léo. Go, do your bidding ; hence. 

[/sx/7 ëhteen guarded, and Ladies. 
Lord. 'Befeech your Highnefs call the Queen again. 
Ant. Be certain what you do, Sir, left your juftice 
Prove violence ; in the which three great ones fuffer, 
Yourfelf, your Queen, your fon. 
Lord. For her, myLord> 
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I dare my life lay down, and will do 't, Sir, 
Pleafe you t* accept it, that the Queen is fpotlefs 
l' th* eyes of Heaven, and to you, I mean 
In this which you accufe her. 

Ant. If it prove 
She 's otherwife, I '11 keep my ftable-ftand * where 
I lodge my wife, I '11 go in couples with her : 
Than when I feel, and fee, no further truft her; 
For every inch of woman in the world, 
Ay, every dram of woman's flefh is falfe, 
Iflhe be. 

Léo. Hold your peaces. 

Lord. Good my Lord, 

Ant. It is for you we fpeak, not for ourfeJves : 
You are abus'd, aad by fome putter-on, 
That will be damn'd for 't ; 'would I knew the villain, 
I would land-dam him. Be me honour-flaw'd, 
I have three daughters ; the eldeft is eleven ; 
The fécond and the third, nine, and fome five ; 
If this prove true, they '11 pay for 't. By mine honour, 
I '11 geld 'em ail l fourteen they (hall not fee, 
To bring falfe générations ; they are co-heirs, 
And I had rather glib myfelf, than they 
Should not produce fair uTue. 

Léo. Ceafe ; no more : 
You fmell this bufinefs with a fenfe as cold 
As is a dead man's nofe ; I fee 't and feel 't, 
As you feel doing thus ; and fee withal 

[Laying hold of h h artn. 

The inftruments that feel . 

Ant. If it be fo, 
We need no grave to bury honefty ; 
There 's not a grain of it, the face to fweeten 
Gf the whole dungyearth. 

Léo. What ? lack I crédit ? 

Lord. I had rather you did lack than I, my Lord, 

* Stable-ftand is a tcrm of the forcft-laws, and lignifies a place 
where a deer- dealer fixes his ftand, and keeps watch for thepurpofe 
of killing deer as they pafs by. From the place it came to be ap- 
plicd alfo to the perfon, and any man takcn in a foreft in that fitua- 
tion, with a giin or bow in his hand, was prcfumcd tQ bc aa o^codcrj 
and had the name of a JtàbU-ftanL 
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Upon this ground ; and more it would content me 
To have her honouttrue, than your fufpicion ; 
Be blam'd for 't how you might. 

Léo. Why, whatneedwe 
Commune with you of this ? but rather follow 
Our forceful inftigation ? our prérogative 
Calls not your counfels, but our natural goodnefs 
Imparts this ; which, if you (or ftupified, 
Or feeming fo, in Ikill) cannot, or will not, 
Relifh a truth like us ; inform yourfelves, 
We need no more of your advice ; the matter, 
The lofs, the gain, the ord'ring on 't, is ail 
Properly ours. 

Ant. And I wilh, my Liège, 
You had only in your filent judgment try'd it, 
Without more overture. 

Léo. How could that be ? 
Either thou art moft ignorant by âge, 
Or thou wert born a fool. Camillo's flight, 
Added to the\r familiarity, 
(Which was as grofs as ever touch'd conjecture, 
That lack'd fight only, nought for approbation # 
But only feeing ; ail other circumftances 
Made up to th' deed), doth pufh on this proceedîng. 
Yet for a greater confirmation, 
(For in an adr of this importance 'twere 
Moft piteous to be wid) , I have difpatch'd in poft, 
To facred Delphos* to Apollo's temple, 
Cleomenes and Dion, whom you know 
Of ftufPd fufEciency. Now, from the oracle 
They will bring ail : whofe fpiritual counfel had, 
Shall ftop, or fpur me. Have I done well ? 

Lord. Well done, my Lord. 

Léo. Tho' I am fatisfy'd, and need no more 
Than what I know, yet mail the oracle 
Give reft to th* minds of others ; fuch as he, 
Whofe ignorant credulity will not 
Corne up to th' truth. So have we thought it good 
From our free perfon me fliould be confin'd, 
Left that the treachery of the two fled hence 
Be left her to perform. Come, follow us, 

• Approbation berc ùgniBss proof. 
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Wc are to fpeak in public ; for this bufinefs 
Will raife us ail. 

Ant. To laughter, as I take it, i4fi de ' 

If the good truth were known. \Exeunt . 

SCENE III. Changes to a prifon. 

Enter Paulina, and a Gentleman* nvith other attendants. 

Paul. The keepcr of the prifon, call tohim. 

[Exit Gentleman* 
Let him have knowledge who I am. Good Lady, 
No court in Europe is too good for thee ; 
What doft thou then in prifon ? Now, good Sir, 
You know me, do you not ? 

Re-enter Gentleman, ivith the Goaler. 

Goa. For a worthy Lady, 
And one whom much I honour. 

Paul. Pray you then 
Conduit me to the Queen. 

Goa. I may not, Madam ; 
To the contrary I have exprefs commandment. 

Paul. Hère 's ado to lock up honefty and honour 
from 

TV accefs of gentle vifitors ! Is 't lawful, pray you, 
To fee her women ? any of them \ iEmilia \ 

Goa. So pleafe you, Madam, 
To put apart thefe your attendants, I 
Shall bring JEmilia forth. 

Paul. I pray you now, call her. 
Withdraw yourfelves. [Exeunt Gent. kc. 

Goa. And, Madam, 
I muft be prefent at your conférence. 

Paul. Well ; be it fo, pr'ythee. 

Enter ^Emilia. 

Here 's fuch ado to make no ftain a ftain, 
As pafles colouring. Dear gentlewoman, 
How fares our gracious Lady ? 

Mmil. As well as one fo great and fo forlora 
May hold together ; on her frights and griefs, 
( Which never tender lady hath borne greater), 
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She is fomethîng before her time deliver'd. 
Paul. A boy? 

JEmil. A daughter, and a goodly babe, 
Lufty, and like to live : the Queen receives 
Muclj comfort in *t ; fays, My poor prifoner, 
l 'm innocent as y ou. 

Paul. I dare be fworn. 
Thefe dangerous, unfafe lunes i* th* King ! beftirew them, 
He muft be told on 't, and he (hall ; the office 
Becomes a woman beft. I '11 take't upon me. 
If I prove honey-mouth, let my tongue blifter, 
And ne ver to my red-look J d anger be 
The trumpet any more ! Pray y ou, ^milia, 
Commend my beft obédience to the Queen j 
If Aie dares truft me with her little baEe, 
1*11 ftiew't the King, and undertake to x be 
Her advocate to th' loud'ft. We do not knotf 
How he may foften at the fight o' th* child, 
The filence often of pure innocence 
Perfuades, when fpeaking fails. 

Mmil. Moft worthy Madam, 
Your honour and your goodnefs is fo évident, - 
That your free undertaking cannot mifs 
A thriving iflue : there is no lady living 
So meet for this great errand. Pleafe your Ladyfhip 
To vifît the next room, I '11 prefently 
Acquaint the Queen of your moft noble offer, 
Who but to-day hammer'd of this defign ; 
But durft not tempt a minifter of honour, 
Left (he fliould be deny'd. 

Paul. Tell her, jEmilia, 
I '11 ufe that tongue I have ; if wit flow from 't, 
As boldnefs from my bofom, let 't not be doubted 
I (hall do good. 

Mmil. Now be you biefs 'd for it ! 
1 11 to the Queen : pleafe you, corne fomethîng nearer, 

Goa. Madam, if 't pleafe the Queen to fend the bâta* 
I know not what I (hall incur to païs it, 
Having no warrant. 

Paul. You need not fear it, Sir ; 
The child was prifoner to the womb, and is 
By law and procefs of great nature thenc« 
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Free'd and infranchis'd ; not a party to 
The anger of the King, nor guilty of, 
If any be, the trefpafs of the Queen. 
Goa. I do believe it. 

Paul, Do not you fear ; upon mine honour I 
Will fland 'twixt you and danger. [Exeunt* 

SCENE IV. Changes to the palace. 
Enter Léon tes, Antigonus, Lords, and other attendants. 

Léo. Nor night, norday, no reft; it is but weak- 

To bear the matter thus : raere weaknefs, if [nefe 

The caufe were not in being : part o* th' caufe, 

She, the adult'refs ; for the harlot-king 

Is quite beyond mine arm ; out of the blank 

And level of my brain ; plot-proof ; but me 

I can hook to me : fay that me were gone, 

Given to the fîre, a moiety of my reft 

Might corne to me again. Who *s there ? 

Enter an attendant. 

Atten. MyLord. 

Léo. How do 's the boy ? 

Atten. He took good reft to-night; 'tis hop'd 
His ficknefs is difcharg'd. 

Léo. To fee his noblenefs ! 
Conceiving the difhonour of his mother, 
He ftraight declin'd, droop'd, took it deeply ; 
Faften'd, and fix'd the fhame on*t in himfelf; 
Threw off his fpirit, his appetite, his fleep, 
And down-right languifhM. Leave me folely ; go, 

[Exit Attendant. 

See how he fares. — Fie, fie, no thought of him. 

The very thought of my revenges that way 
Recoil upon me ; in himfèlf too mighty, 
And in his parties, his alliance ; let him be, 
Until a time may ferve. For prefent vengtaace, 
Take it on her. Camillo and Polixenes 
Laugh at me ; make their paftime at my forrow. 
They fhould not laugh, if I could reach them; nor 
Shall fhe within my power. 
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SCENE V. Enter Paulina,. noHh a child. 
Lord. You muft not enter. 

Paul. Nay rather, good my Lords, be fécond to me* 
Fear you his tyrannous paflion more, alas, 
Than the Queen's life ? a gracions innocent foui, 
More free than he is jealous. 

Ant. That 's enough. 

Atten. [fivithhi] Madam, he hath not flept to-night, 
CQmmanded 
None fhould corne at him. 

Paul. Not fo hot, good Sir ; 
I corne to bring him fleep. 'Tis fuch as you t 
That creep like fhadows by him, and do figh 
At each his needlefs heavings ; fuch as you 
Nourifh the caufe of his awaking. I 
Do corne with words, as médicinal as trne, 
Honeft as either, to purge him of that humour, 
That prefTes him from fleep. 

Léo. What noife there, ha ? 

Paul. No noife, my Lord, but needful conférence, 
About fome goflips for your Highnefs. 
Léo. How ? 

Away with that audacious lady.— — Antigonus, 
I charg'd thee, that (he fhould not come about me ; 
J knew me would. 

Ant. I told her fo, my Lord, 
On your difpleafure's péril and on mine, 
She fhould not vîfit you. 

Léo. What ? can'ft not rule her ? 

Paul. From ail difhonefty be can ; in this, 
"(Unlefs he take the courfe that you have done, 
Commit me, for committing honour), truft it, 
He fhall not rule me. 

Ant. Lo-you now, you hear, 
When fîie will talce the rein, I let her run, 
But me 11 not Humble. 

Paul. Good my liège, I come 

And I befeech you, hear me, who profefs 
Myfelf your loyal fervant, yotfr phyfician, 
^our moft obedient counfellor; yet that dares 
Lefs appear fo, in comfoiting your evils» 

Vol. III. U 
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Than fuch as moft feem your's. I fay, I corne 
From your good Queen. 

Léo, Good Queen ? 

Paul. Good Queen, my Lord, 
Good Queen, I fay, good Queen ; 
And would by combat make her good, fo were I 
A man, on th' worft about y ou. 

Léo. Force her hence. 

Paul. Let him that makes but trifles of his eyes, 
Firft hand me : on mine own accord I '11 ofF ; 
But firft I '11 do my errand. The good Queen, 
For ihe is good, hath brought you forth adaughter, 
Hère 'tis ; commends it to your bleflîng. 

[Laying donvn the ckiid, 

Léo. Out ! 

A mankind witch ! hence with her, out o' door : 
A moft inteJligencing bawd ! 

Paiil. Not fo ; 
I am as ignorant in that, as you 
Tn fo intitling me ; and nô lefs honeft 
Than you are mad; which is enough, PU warrant, 
As this world goes, to pafs for honeft. 

Léo. Traitors! 
WiU you not pufh her out ? give her the baftard. 

[To Antigonus. 
Thou dotard, thou are woman-tyr'd ; unroofted 
By thy dame Partlet here. Take up the baftard, 
Take 't up, I fay ; give 't to thy croan. 

Paul. For ever 
Un vénérable be thy hands, if thou 
Take 'ft up the Pnncefs, by that forced # bafenefs 
Which he has put upon 't ! 

Léo; He dreads his wifè. 

Paul. So I would you did : then 'twere paft ail 
doubt, i 
YoiTd cal! your ch'ldren v 's. 
Léo. A neft of traitors ! 
Ant. I am none, by this good light. 
Paul. Nor I ; nor any 
But one that 's here ; and that 's himfelf. For he 
The faëred honour of himfelf, his Queen's, 
* forced, for unnaturaK 
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His hopeful fon's, his babe's, betrays to flander, 
Whofe fting is fharper than the fword's ; and will not 
(For as the cafe now ftands, it is a curfe 
He cannot be compell'd to't) once remove 
Theu*oot of his opinion, which is rotten, 
As ever oak or ftone was found. 

Léo. A callat 
Of boundlefs tongue, who late hath beat lier hufband,. 
And now baits me ! — This brat is none of raine ; 
It is the hTue of Polixenes. 
Hence with it, and together with the dam, 
Commit them to the ère. 

Pau/. It is your's ; 
And, might we lay th* old proverb to your charge, 
So like yoù, *tis the worfe. Behold, my Lords, 
Altho' the print be little, the whole matter 
And copy of the father; eye, nofe, lip, 
The trick of 's frown, his forehead, nay, the valley, 
The pretty dimples of his chin, and cheek, his fmiles 1 
The very mould and frame of hand, nail, finger. 
And thou, good goddefs Nature, which haft made it 
So like to him that got ît, if thou haft 
The ordering of the mind too, 'mongft ail colours 
No yeJlow in 't ; left me fufpecl, as he does, 
Her children not her hufband's. 

Léo. A grofs hag ! 
And, lozel, thou art worthy to be hang'd, 
That wilt not ftay her tongue. 

Ant. Hang ail the hufbands 
That cannot do that feat, you '11 leave yourfelf 
Hardly one fubjccT:. 

Léo. Once more, take her hence. 
Paul. A moft unworthy and unnatural Lord 
Can do no more. 

Léo. I '11 ha' thee burnt. 
Paul. I care not ; 
It is an heretic that makes the fire, 
Not fhe which burns in 't. I '11 not call you tyiant, 
But this moft cruel ufage of your Queen 
(Not able to produce more aceufation 
Than your own weak-hing'd fancy) fomething farour$ 
Of tyranny : and will ignoble make you, 
U 2 
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Yea, fcandalous to the world. 

Léo. On your allegiance, 
Out of the chamber with her. Were I a tyrant,, 
Where were her life ? me durft not call me fo, 
If me did know me one. Away with her. 

Paul. I pray you, do not pufh me, l'H begone. 
Look to your babe, my Lord, 'tis your's; Jove fend her 
A -better guiding fpirit ! What need thefe hands ? 
You that are thus fo tender o'er his follies, 
Will never do him good, not one of you. 
So, fo ; farewel, we are gone. \JExiK 

SCENE VI. 

Léo. Thou, traitor,. haft fet on thy wife to thîs. 
My child ? away with 't. Even thou, thou that haft 
A heart fo tender o'ef it, take it hence, 
And fee it inftantly confum'd with fire ; 
Even thou, and none but thou. Take it up ftraightt 
Within thîs hour bring me word Lt is done, 
And by good teftimony, or I '11 feize thy life, 
With what thou elfe call 'ft thine : if thou refufe,. 
Andwilt encounter with my wrath, fay fo : 
The baftard brains with thefe my proper banda 
Shall I dam out : go take it to the fire,. 
For thou fett'ft on thy wife. 

Ant. I did tôt, SiF ; 
Thefe Lords, my noble fellows, if they pleafe» 
Can clcar me in 't. 

Lord. We can ; my royal Liège, 
He is not guilty of her coming hither. 

Léo. You're lyars ail. 

Lords* 'Befeech your Highnefs, give us better crédit 
We've always truly ferv'd you, and befeech you 
So to efteem of us : and on our knees we beg, 
(As recompence of our dear fervices 
Paft and to corne), that you do change thîs purpofe* 
Which being fo horrible, fo bloody,. muft 
LeaU on to fome foui iîTlie. We ail knecl 

Léo. lama feather for each wind that blows : . 
Shall I live on, to fee this baftard kneel, 
And call me father ? better burn it now, 
Than curfe it then. But be it ; let it liver: 
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t fhall not neîther. You, Sir, come you hither ; 

\To Antigonus. 
You, that have been fo tenderly officious 
With Lady Margery, your midwife there, 
To fave this baftard's life ; (for 'tiâ a baftard, 
So fure as this beard's grey), what will you adventur© 
To fave this brat's life ? 

j4nt. Any thing, my Lord, 
That my ability may undergo, 
And noblenefs impofe : at leaft, thus much ; 
I '11 pawn the little blood which I have left, 
To fave the innocent ; any thing poffible. 

Léo. It fhall be poffible ; fwear by this fword, 
Thou wilt perform my bidding. 

Ant. I will, my Lord. 
* Léo. Mark and perform it • feeft thou ? for the faU 
Of any point in't fhall not only be 
Dcath to thyfelf, but to thy lewd-tongu'd wife, 
Whom for this time we pardon. We injoin thee, 
As thou art liege-man to us, that thou carry 
This female baftard hence, and that thou bear it 
To fome remote and defart place, quite out 
Of our dominions, and that there thou lcave it, ♦ 
(Without more mercy), to its own protection, 
And favour of the climate. As by ftrange fortune 
lt came to us, I do in juflice charge thee, 
On thy foul's péril, and thy body's torture, 
That thou commend it flrangely to fome place, 
Where chance may nurfe or end it. Take it up. 

Ant. I fwear to do this tho' a prefent death 
Had been more merciful. Come on, poor babe ; 
Some powerful fpirit inftruàt the kites and ravens 
To be thy nurfes ! Wolves and bcars, they fay,J 
(Cafting their favagenefs afide) have donc 
Like offices of pity. Sir, be profperous 
In more than this deed does require ; and blefîîng, 
Againft this cruelty, flght on thy fide ! 

Poor thing condemn'd to lofs.- 

\Kxit y nxith tic child+ 

Léo, No ; I '11 not rear 
Anoiher's hTue. 

U 3 
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Enter a Mejfenger. 

Mejf. Pleafe your Highnefs, pofts, 
From thofe you fent to th* oracle, are corne 
-An hour fince. Cleomenes and Dion, 
Being well afriv'd from Delphos, are both landed^ 
Hafting to th' court. 

Lord. So pleafe you, Sir, their fpeed 
Hath bcen beyond account. 

Léo. Twenty-three days 
They have been abfcnt : ? this good fpeed fbreter$* 
The great Apollo fuddenly will have 
The truth of this appear. Prépare you, Lords. 
Su:.;mon a fefîion, that we may arraign 
Our mofl difloyal Lady ; for as fhe hatk 
Been publicly accus 'd, fo mail fhe have 
A juA and of en trial. While ihe lives* 
My heart will be a burthen to me. Leave me, 
And think upon my bidding, \Exeunt feveraltj. 

A C T IIL SCENE L 

A part of Sicily 9 near tbe fea-Jide. 

Enter Cleomenes, and Dion. 

Cleo. *np*HE climate's délicate, the air moft fweet* 
Y Fertile the ifle * T the temple much furpaifog. 
The common praife it bears. 

Dion. It marnes report, 
ïoremoft it caught me, the celeftial habits,. 
(Methinks I fo ftiould term them), and the révérence 
Cf the grave wearers. O, the facrific e 
How ceremonioos, folemn, and unearthly 
lt was i' th' ofFering ! 

Cho. But of ail, the burft 

* But the temple of Apollo at Dclphr was not iivan ifland. ht 
in Phocis, on the continents Eiiher Shakefpear. or his editors, W 
their heads rnnning on Delos, an Hîand of the Cycladcs. lfitwtf 
the editors blunder,. then Shakefpear wrote, 

Fertile the foi',— 
T^ivich is more élégant too, than the prefent rcading. Mr Jfrrfarftfc 
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And the ear^deaPning voice o'th* oracle, 
Kin to Jove's thunder, fo furpris'd my fenfe,. 
That I was nothing. 

Dion. If th' event o' th' journey 
Frove as fuccefsful to the Queen (O be 't fo !), 
As it hath been to us, rare,, pleafant-, fpeedy r 
The ufe is worth the time on 't. 

Cleo. Great Apollo, 
Turn ail to th' beft ! thefe proclamations, 
So forcing fauks upon Hermione, 
I little like. 

Dion. The violent carnage of it 
Wiiï ciear,. or end the bufinefs ; when the oracle,, 
(Thus by Apollo's great divine féal 'd up), 
Shall the contents difeover : fomething rare 
Even then will rufh to knowkdge. Go ; frefh horfèff r 
And gracious be the ifllie ! [Exeunt^ 

SCENE II. Reprefents a court />/ Juftke. 

Leontes, Lords, anct Officers appear p'roperly feated.. 

Léo. This feflion, (to our great grief we pronounce), 
Ev'n pufhes 'gainft our heart. The party try'd, 
The daughter of a King, our wife, and one 
Of us too much belov'd: — let us be clear'd 
Of being tyrannous, fînee we fo openly 
Proceed in. julHce, which fhall have due courfc^ 
Even to the guilt, or the purgation. 
Produce the prifoner. 

Off. It is his Highnefs* pleafure, that the Queea 
Appear in perfon here in court. Silence ! 

Hermione // Ivought in, guarded; Paulina, and LadieP 

attending. 

Léo. Read the inditTment. ' 

Off^ Hermione, Queen to the uuorthy Leontes, King of 
S ici lia, tkou art here aceufed and arraigned of high trea- 
fon, in committing adultery ivtih PoJixenes, King of Bi~ 
thynia, and confpiring nvith Camille to take aivay the Ufe 
of our Sovercign Lord the King, thy royal hujband; th* 
pretence whereof being by circumjiances partly laidopen^ 
thouy Hernùonty contrary to the faith and allegianct of 
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a true fubjeÛ, didjl counfel and aid them % for their 
better fafety> to fiy anvay by night. 

Her. Since what I am to fay, muft be but that 
Which contradicls my accufation ; and 
The teftimony on my part no other 
But what cornes from myfelf ; it mail fcarce boot me 
To fay, Not guilty : mine integrity, 
Being counted falfehood, fhall, as I exprefs it, 
Be fo receiv'd. But thus, if powers divine 
Behold our human actions, as they do, 
I doubt not then, but innocence fhall make 
Falfe accufation blufh, " and tyranny 
*' Tremble at patience.— ^ — You, my Lord, beftknov* 
Who leaft will feem to do fo, my pafl life 
Hath been as continent, as chafte, as true, 
As I am now unhappy ; which is more 
Than hiftory can pattern, tho' devis'd, 
And play'd, to take fpeclators. For behold me 
A fellow of the royal bed, which owe 
À moiety of the throne, a great King's daughter, 
\ The mother to a hopeful Prince, hère ftanding 
To prate and talk for life and honour, 'fore • 
Who pleafe to corne and hear. For life, I prize it 
As I weigh grief which I would fpare; for honour, 
*Tî$ a derivative from me to mine, 
And*only that I ftand for. I appeal 
To ybur own confcience, Sir, before Polixenes 
Came to your court, how I was in your grâce, 
How mcrited to be fo ; fince he came, 
With what encounter fo uncurrent I 
Have ftrain'd t'appear thus; if one jot beyond 
The bounds of honour, or in act or will 
That way inclining, hard'ned be the hearts 
Of ail that hear me, and my near'ft of kin 
Cry, Fie, upon my grave ! 

Léo. I ne'er heard yet, 
That an y of thofe bolder vices want|| 
Lefs impudence to gainfay what they cfid* 
Than to perform it firft. 

Her. That 's true enough ; 
Tho* 'tis a faying, Sir, not due to me» 
/Léo. You will not own it. 
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Her, More than miftrefs of, 
What cornes to me in name of fault, I muft not 
At ail acknowledge. For Polixenes, 
With whom I am accus'd, I do confefs, 
I lov'd him» as in hoaour he requir'd; 
Wkh fuch a kind of love, a^ might become 
A Lady like me ; with a love, even fuch, 
So and no other, as yourfelf commanded : 
Which not to have done, I think had been in me 
Both difobedience and ingratitude 
To you„ and towards your friend; whofe love had 

f P oke > . r c i 

Even fince it could fpeak, from an infant, treely, 

That it was your's. Now for confpiracy, 

I know not how it taftes, tho' it be difti'd 

For me to try how ; ali I know of it, 

Is, that Caroillo was an honeft man; 

And why he left your court, the gods themielve* 

Wotting no more than I, are ignorant. 

Léo. You knew of his departure, as you kn<N» 
What you have underta'en to do in 's abfence» 

Her. Sir, 

You fpeak a language that I underftand not;. 
My life ftands in the level of your dreams,, 
Which I'H lay down. 

Léo. Your aâions are my dreamsv 
You had a baftard by Polixenes, 

And I but dream'd it : as you were paft ail fname* 

(Thofe of your fad are fo), fo paft ali truth; 

Which to dtny, concerns more than avails : for as 

Thy brat hath been caft out, like to itfelf, 

No father owning it, (which is, indeed, 

More criminal in thee than it), fo thou 

Shah feel our juftice ; in whofe eaûeft partage 

Look for no lefs than deatlu 

Her. Sir, fpare your threats; 
The bug which you would fright me with, I feek i 
To me can Kfe be no commodity. 
The crown and comfort of my life, your favour, 
I do give loft ; for I do feel it gone v 
But know not how it went. My fécond joy, 
The firâ-feuits of my body, from. his prefcnce 
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Vm barr'dlîke one infeclious. My third comfort, 

(Starr'd moft unluckily), is from my breaft 

(The innocent miik in its moft innocent mouth) 

Hal'd out to murder; myfelf on every poft 

Proclaim'd a ftrumpet with immodeft hatred; 

The child-bed privilège deny'd, which longs 

To women of ail fafhion : laftly, hurried 

Hère to this place, i' th' open air, before 

I have got ftrength of limit. Now, my Liège, 

Tell me what ble/Engs I have here alive, 

That I ihould fear to die ? therefore proceed : 

But yet hear this ; miftake me not ; no life, 

I prize it not a ftraw ; but for mine honour, 
Which I would free, if I fhall be condemn'd 
Upon furmifes, (ail proofs fleeping elfe, 
But what your jealoufies awake), I tell you, 
Tis rigour, and not law. Your honours ail 
I do refer me to the oracle : 
Apollo be my judge. 

SCENE III. Enter Dion and Cleomenes. 

Lord, This your requeft 
Is altogether juft; therefore bring forth, 
And in Apollo's name, his oracle. 

Her. The Emperor of Ruffia was my father, 
Oh that he were alive, and here beholding 
His daughter's trial; that he did but fee 
The flatnefs of my mifery ; yet with eyes 
Of pity, not revenge ! 

Off. You here fliall fwear upon the fword of jufticCi 
That you, Clcoraenes and Dion, have 
Becn both at Delphos, and from thence have brooght 
This feal'd-up oracle, by the hand deliver'd 
Of great Apollo's Prieft ; and that fince thea 
You have not dar'd to break the holy féal, 
Nor read the fecrets in 't. 

Cleo, Dion. Ail this we fwear. 
Léo, Break up the feals,* and read. 
Off, Hermione is cbajfe, Polixenes blamelefs, Camilh 
m true fubjed, Leontes a jealous tyrant, his innocent 
habe truly begotten ; and the King Jhall livc <witbotf 
an heir, if that nvhich is lojl be mt founà* 
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Lords. Now, blefled be the great Apollo ! 
Her. Praifed! 
Léo. Haft thou read truth ? 

Off. Ay, my Lord, even fo as ît is here fet down. 
Léo. There is no truth at ail i'th' oracle; 
The feiHon fhall proceed ; this is mere falfehood. 

Enter Servant. 

Ser. My Lord the King, the King, 

Léo. What is the bufinefs ? 

Ser. O Sir, I fhall be hated to report it. 
The Prince your fon, with mere conceit and fear 
Of the Queen 's fpeed, is gone. 

Léo. How gone ? 

Ser. Is dead. 

Léo. Apollo's angry, and the heav'ns themfelvei * 

Do ftrike at my injuftice. —How now, there ? 

[Her. faints. 

Paul. This news is mortal to the Queen : look down # 
And fee what death is doing. 

Léo. Take her hence ; 
Her heart is but o'ercharg'd ; me will recover. 

\Exeunt Paulina and Ladies luith Hermione, 

SCENE IV. 

I have too much believ'd mine own fufpicion : 
'Befeech you, tenderly apply to her 
Some remédies for life. Apollo, pardon 
My great profanenefs 'gainft thine oracle ! 
I '11 reconcile me to Polixenes, 
New woo my Queen, recal the good Camillo, 
Whom I proclaim a man of truth, of mercy. 
For being tranfported by my jealoufies 
Ta bloody thoughts and to revenge, I chofe 
Camillo for the minifter, to poifon 
M y friend Polixenes ; which had been done, 
But that the good mind of Camillo tardied 
My fwift command; though I with death, and wîth 
Reward, did threaten and encourage him, 
- Not doing it, and being done ; he (moft humane, 
And fill'd with honour) to my kingly gueft 
Uoclafp'd my pra^tice, o^uit his fortunes here, 
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Which you Icnew great, and to the certain hazard 
Of ail uncertainties hirnfelf commended, 
No richer than his honour : Jiow he gliûers 
Through my dark ruft ! and how his piety 
Does my deeds make the blacker! 

SCENE V. Enter Pauline 

Patil. Woe the while ! 
O eut my 4ace, left my heart, crackîng k, 
Break too. 

Lord. What fit is this, good Lady? 

Paul. What iludied torments, tyrant, haft for me ? 
What wheels ? racks ? fires ? what flaying ? boiling ? 
burning 

ïn leads or oils ? what old or newer torture 
Mtift I receive ? whofe every word deferves 
To tafte of thy moft worft. Thy tyranny 
T-ogether working with thy jealoufies, 
{Fancies too weak for boys, too green and îdle 
For girls of nine) ! O think what they have done, 
And then run mad indeed ; ftark mad, for ail 
Thy bygone fooleries were but fpices of it. 
That thou betray'dft Polixcnes, 'twas nothing ; 
That did but fhew thee off, a fool, incontbnt, 
And damnable ungrateful: nor was 't much, 
Thou would'ft have poifon'd good Camillo's honour, 
To have him kill a King : poor trepalfes, 
More monftrous ftanding by; wheVeof I reckon 
The cafting forth to crows thy baby-daughter, 
To be, or none, or little ; though a devil 
Would have fhed water out of iire, ère don't : 
Nor is 't directly laid to thee the death 
Of the young Prince, whofe honourable thoughts 
{Thoughts high for one fo tender) cleft the heart, 
That could conceive a grofs and foolifh fire 
BlemiiVd his gracious dam : this is not, no, 
Laid to thy anfv/er : but the laft, O Lords, 
When I have faid, cry, Woe ! the Queen, theQueen,— 
The fweeteft, deareft, creature's dead ; and vengeance 
$Tot dropt down yet. [for 't 

Lord. The liigher powers forbidi 
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Paul. I fay, fhe's dead : I'il fwear't : if word, nor 
Privai] not, go and fee: if you can bring [oath, 
Tindure or luftre in her lip, her e^e, 
Heat outwardly, or breath within, I '11 ferve you 
As I would do the gods. * But, O thou tyrant ! 
1 Do not repent thefe things ; for they are heavier 

• Than ail thy woes can ftir : therefore betake thec 
' To nothing but defpair. A thoufand knees, 

' Ten thoufand years together, naked, fafting, 

• Upon a barren mountain, and ftill winter 

• In ftorm perpétuai, could not move the gods 

• To look that way thou wert. 
Léo. Go on, go on : 

Thou canft not fpeak too much ; I have deferv'd 
AH tongues to talk their bittereft. 

Lord. Say no more ; 
Howe'er the bufinefs "goes, you have made fauit 
l' th' boldnefs of your fpeech. 

Paul. I am forry for 't. 
Ail faults I make, when I (hall corne to know them, 
I do repent : alas, I 've ftiew'd too much 
The rafhnefs of a woman ; he is touch'd 
To th' noble heart. What's gone, and what's pafl help, 
Should be paft grief. Do not receive alfliétion 
At my pétition, I befeech you ; rather 
Let me be punifh'd, that have minded you 
Of what you fhould forget. Now, good my Liège, 
Sir, Royal Sir, forgive a foolifh woman ; 
The love I bore your Queen-^ — lo, fool again ! 
I '11 fpeak of her no more, nor of your children : 
I '11 not remember you of my own Lord, 
Who is loft too. Take you your patience to you, 
And I '11 fay nothing. 

Léo. Thou didft fpeak but well, 
When raoft the truth ; which I receive much better 
Than to be pitied of thee. Pr'ythee, bring me 
To the dead bodies of my Queen and fon ; 
One grave mail be for both. Upon them (hall 
The caufes of their death appear unto 
Our fhame perpétuai ; once a day I '11 vifit 
The chapel where they lie, and tears, fhed there, 
Shall be my récréation. So long as nature 

Vol. III. X 
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Will bear up with this exercife, fo long 
I daily vow to ufe it. Corne, and lead me 
To thefe forrows. 



[Exeunt. 



À& nr. 
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VI. 



Changes to Bitbynia. 



A de/art country ; the fea at g 



lit t le dijlance. 
Enter Antigonus tvith a child, and a Mariner. 
Ant. Thou art perfect then, our fhip hath touché 
The defarts of Bithynia ? [upon 

Mar. Ay, my Lord ; and fear, 
We Ve landed in ill time : the lkies look grimly, 
And threaten prefent blufters. In my confeience, 
The heav'ns with that we have in hand are angry, 
And frown upon 's. 

Ant. Their facred wills be done ! get thee aboard, 
Look to thy bark, I '11 not be long before 
I call upon thee. 

Mar. Make your beft hafte, and go not 
Too far i' th' land ; 'tis like to be loud weather. 
Befides, this place is famous for the créatures 
Of prey that keep upon 't. 

A nt. Go thou away. 
I'il follow inftantly. 

Mar. l 'm glad at heart 
To be fo rid o' th' bufinefs. [Exiï. 

Ant. Come, poorbabe; 
I have heard, but not believ'd, the fpirits of the dead 
May walk again ; if fuch thing be, thy mother 
Appear'd to me laft night ; for ne'er was dream 
So like a waking. To me cornes a créature, 
Sometimes her head on one Cde, fome another; 
I never faw a vefTel of like forrow 
So fill'd, and fo becoming ; in pure white robes, 
Like very fan^ity, flie did approach 
jAy cabbin where I lay ; thrice bow'd before me, 
And, 'gafping to begin fome fpeech, her eyes 
Bcome t-vo fpouts; the fury fpeni, anon 
Did this break from her. Good ntigonus, 
Siuce fate, againû thy better difpoik»on, 
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Hath made thy perfon for the thrower-out 

Of my poor babe, according to thiue oath, 

Places remote enough arc in Bithynia, 

There weep, and leave it crying ; and for the babe 

Is counted loft for ever and ever, Perdita, 

I pr'ythee, call't. For this ungentle bufinefs, 

Put on thee by my Lord, thou ne'er fhalt fee 

Thy wife Paulina more. And fo, with fhrieks, 

She melted into air. AfFrighted much, 

I did in time collect myfelf, and thought 

This was footh, and no flumber. Dreams arè toys; 

Yet for this once» yea, fuperftitioufly, 

I will be fquar'd by this. I do believe 

Hermione hath fufFcrM death ; and that 

Apollo would, this being indeed the iflue 

Of King Polixenes, it (hould here be laid, 

Either for life or death, upon the earth 

Of its right father. Bloflbm, fpeed thee well f 

\Laying donvn the chilâ. 
There lie, and there thy charafter : there thefe, 
Which may, if fortune pleafe, both breed thee, pretty 
one, 

And ftill reft thine. The ftorm begins ; — : Poor 

That for thy mother's fault art thus expôs'd [wretch, 

To lofs, and what may foliew. (Weep I cannot, 

But my heart bleeds : ancf raoft accurs'd am I 

To be by oath injoin'd to this). Fare\tal ! 

The day frowns more and more ; thou art like to have 

A luJJaby too rough : I never faw 

The heav'ns fo dim by day. A favage clamour i 

Well may I get aboard ! ,this is the chace ; 

I am gone for ever. [£*;/, purfued by a hcar: 

SCENE VII. Enter an old Shepherd. 

^ Shep. " I would there were no âge between ten and 
' three and twenty, or that youth would fleep out the 
^ reft : f r there is nothing in the betiueen but getting 
J wenches with child, wronging the ancientry, fteai- 

u j* n g> fighting- hark you now ! would any 

^ but thefe boil'd brains of nineteen, and two and 
^ twenty, hnnt this weather ? They have fcar'd away 
' two of my beft meep, which I fear the wolf wili 
X 2 
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" fboner find than the mafter; if any where I have 
" them, *tis by the fea-fide, brouzing of ivy. Good 
" luck, an't be thy will ! What have we here ? [Ta- 
" king up the child.^ Mercy on 's, a beam ! a very 
" prcity beam ! a boy, or a child, I wonder ! a pret- 
" ty one, a very pretty one ; fure fome 'fcape : though 
,f I ara not bookifh, yet I can read waiting-gentlewo- 
^ man in the 'fcape. This h as been fome ftair-work, 
" fome trunk-work, fome behind-door-work they 
were warmer that got this, than the poor thing is here. 
I '11 take it up for pity, yet I '11 tarry till my fon come : 
be hollow'd but even now. Whoa, ho-hoa ! 

Enter Clown. 

Ch. Hilloa, loa! 

S hep. What, art fo near ? if thou 'lt fee a thing to 
talk on when thpu art dead and rotten, come hither, 
Whâ*t ail'ft thou, man ? 

. Ch. I have feen two fuch fights, by fea and by land ; 
but I am not to fay it is a fea ; for it is now the fky ; 
betwixt the firmament and it y ou cannot thruft a bod- 
kin's point. 

S hep. Why, boy, how is it ? 

Ch. " I would you did but fee how it chafes, how it 
" rages, how it takes up the more ; but that 's not to 
" the point; oh, the raoft piteous cry of the poorfonls, 
" fometimes to fee *em, and not to fee 'em : now the 
*< fhip boring the moon with her main-maft, and anon 
" fwallow'd with yeft and froth, as you'd thruft acork 

" inta a hogfhead. And then for the land-fervice 

" to fee how the bear tore out his fhoulder-bone, how 
" he cry'd to me for help, and faid, his name was An- 
" tigonus, a Nobleman. But to make an end of the 
" fhip, to fee how the fea flap-dragon'd it. But firfr, 
%t how the poor fouis roar'd, and the fea mock'd them. 
" And how the poor gentleman roar'd, and the bear 
«' mock'd him; both roaring louder than the fea, cr 
•« weather. 

Shep. 'Name of mercy, when was this, boy ? 

Ch. Now, now, I have not wink'd fmce I faw thefe 
fights ; the men are not yet cold under -water, nor the 
bear half-din'd on the gentleman ; he 's at it now. 
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S hep. 'Would I had been by to havé help'd the old 
man. 

Clo. I would you had been by the fhip-fîde to havc 
help'd her ; there your charity would have lack'd foot- 
ing. 

Shep. Heavymatters, heavy matters ! but look thee 
here, boy. Now biefs thyfelf ; thou meet'ft with things 
dying, I with things new-born. Here 's a fight for thee ; 
look thee, a bearing-cloth for a fquire's child ! look 
thee here ; take up, take up, boy, open 't ; fo let 's fee : 
it was told me I ftiould be rich by the fairies. This te- 
fome changling : open 't ; what 's within, boy ? 

Ch. You 're a mad old man ; if the fins of your youth 
are forgiven you, you 're well to live. G old ! ail 
gold ! 

Shep. This is fairy gold, boy, and will prove fo» 
Up with it, keep it clofe : home, home, the next way. 
We are lucky, boy ; and to be fo ftill, requires nothing 
but fecrecy. Let my fbeep go : corne, good boy, the 
next way home. 

CIq. Go you the next way with your findings, 1*11 go 
Jêe if the bear be gone from the gentleman ; and how 
much he hath eaten : they are never curs'd but whenr 
they are hungry : if there be any of him left, l 'H bu- 
tj it. 

Shep. That 's a good deed. If thou may'ft difcera 
by that which is left of him what he is, fetch me to> 
th' fight of him. 

Clo. Marry, will I ; and you (hall heîp to put him 
i' th' ground. 

Shep. 'Tis a lucky day, boy, and we 'Il do good deeds 
on 't. , \Exeunt. 

Enter Time, as Chorus. 
^Time. I, that pleafe fome, try ail, both joy and terroir 
Of good and bad, that make and unfold error ; 
Now take upon me, in the name of Time* 
Tb ufe my wings. Impute it not a crime 
Xo me, or my fwift pailage, that I flide 
O'er Gxteen years, and leave the gulf untry'd 
Of th:U wide gap ; fince it is :n m< pov/or 
Xo a'erthrow law x and in one felf-born houar 
X 3 
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To plant and o'erwhelm cuftora. Let me pafs 
The famé I am, ère ancient'ft order was, 
Or what is now receiv'd. I witnefs to 
The tiraes that brought them in ; fo mail I do 
•To th' frefhefr. things now reigning, and make ftale 
The gïiftering of this prefent, as ray taie 
Now feems to it : your patience this allowing, 
I tu m my ghifs ; and give my fcene fuch growing, 
As your had flept between. Leontes leaving 
Th' effefts of his fond jealoufies, fo grieving 
That he fhuts up himfelf ; imagine me, 
Gentle fpe&ators, that I now may be 
In fair Bithynia; and remember well, 
1 mention here a Ton o'th' King's whom Florizel 
I now name to you ; and with fpeed fo pace 
To fpeak of Perdita, now grown in grâce 
Equal with wond'ring. What of her enfues, 
I lift not prophefy. But iet Tirae's news 
Be known when 'tis brought forth. A fhepherd's 
daughter, 

And what to her adhères, which follows after, 

ïs th' argument of time ; of this allow, 

If ever you have fpent time worfe ère- now : 

If never, yet that Time, himfelf doth fay, 

He wifhes earneftly you never may. [£x//. 

A C T IV. SCENE I. 

The court of Bithynia. 
Enter Polixenes, and Camillo. 

Pol. T Pray thee, good Camillo, be no more importn- 
J[ nate ; 'tis a licknefs denying thee any thing, a 
death to grant this. 

Gam. It is fifteen years fince I faw my country; 
though I have for the moft part been aired abroad, 1 
defire to lay my bones there. Belides, the pénitent 
King, my mafter, hath fent for me ; to whofe feeling 
fonows I might be fome allay, or I o'erween to think 
ïç>, which s nother fpur to my departure. 

PoL As thou loy'ft me, Camillo, wipe not out the 
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reft of thy fervices by leaving me noW; the need I 
have of thee, thine own goodnefs hath made : better 
not to have had thee, than thus to want thee. Thom 
having made me bufinefles, which none, without thee, 
can fufficiently manage, muft either ftay to exécute tliem 
thyfelf, or take away with thee the very fervices thou 
hait done ; which if I have not enough confider'd, (as 
too rauch I cannot), to be more thankful to thee (hall 
be my ftudy ; and my profit therein, the reaping friend- 
ftiips. Of that fatal country Sicilia, pr'ythee, fpeak 
no more ; whofe very naming punîmes me with the re- 
merabrance of that pénitent, as thou callft him, and 
reconciled King my brother, whofe lofs of his moft 
precious Queen and children are even now to be afrefh 
lamented. Say to me, when faw'ft thou the Prince 
Florizel my fon ? Kings are no lefs unhappy, their iflue 
not being gracious, than they are in lofing them, when 
they have approved their virtues. 

Cam. Sir, it is three days fince I faw the Prince. 
What his happier aflfairs may be, are to me unknown : 
but I have (miffing him) noted, he is of late much re- 
tired from court, and is lefs fréquent to bis princely eX- 
creifes than formerly he hath appear'd. 

Pol. I have confider'd fo much, Camillo, and with 
fome care fo far, that I have eyes under my fervice, 
which look upon his removednefs ; from whom I have 
this intelligence, that he is feldom from the houfe of a 
moft homely fhepherd ; a man, they fay, that from very 
nothing, and beyond the imagination of his neighbours* 
is grown into an unfpeakable eftate. 

Cam. I have heard, Sir, of fuch a man, who hath 
a daughter of moft rare note ; the report of her is ex- 
tended more than can be thought to begin from fuch a 
cottage. 

Pol. That 's likewife a part of my intelligence ; but, I 
fear, the angle that plucks our fon thither. Thou fhalt 
accompany us to the place, where we will (not appear- 
ing what we are) have fome queftion with the fhepherd ; 
frora whofe fimplicity, I think it not uneafy to get the 
caufe of my fon's refort thither. Pr'ythee, be my pre- 
fent partner ia this bufifiefs, aud lay alide the thoughts 
of Sicilia. 
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Cam, I-willingly obey your command. 
Pol. My beft Camillo — we muft difguife ourfelves. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE II. Changes to the country. 
Enfer Autolîcus Jinging* 

When daffadils begin to peere, 

IVith, hsigh ! the doxy over the dale, 
Why y then corne in the fiveet o J fh'yearj 

'Fore the red blood reins in the winter pale* 
The ivhite Jheet bleaching on the hedge, 

Withy hey ! the fweet birds, ho<w they ftngi 
Dot h fet my progging tooth on edge : 

For a quart of aie is a dijh for a King. 
The larky that tirra-lyra chants* 

Withy hey ! ivith, hey ! the thrujh and the jay : 
Are fummer-fongs for me and my aunts 9 

While ive lie tumbling in the hay. 

I have ferved Prince Florizel, and in my tirae wore 
three-pile, but now I am out of fervice. 

But foall I go mourn for that y my dear t 

The pale moon fhines by night : 
And nvhen I Mander here and there, 

I then do go moft right. 
If tinkers may have leave to live» 

And bear the fonv-Jkin budget } 
Then my account I ivell may give r 

And in the jlocks avouch it. 

My trame is fheets ; when the kîte builds, look to Ieflêr 
linen. My father nam'd me Autolicus, being littsr'd 
nnder Mercury *, who, as I am, was likewife a fnapper- 

* The allufron, and the whole fpeechis taken from Lucian; who 
appears to have been one of our poet's favoiirite authors, as may bc 
collected from feveral places of his works. It is from his difeourfe 
on judicial aftrology, where Autolicus talks much in the famé man* 
lier; and 'tisonlyon this account that he iscalled the fon of Mer- 
cury by the ancien ts, namely,becaufe he was born under that planète 
And us the infant uns fappofcd by the aftrologers to commjnicate 
cf the nature of the ftar which predominated* fo A"toiicus was a 
thief, m JVarburparu- 
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up of uncbnfider'd trifles : with die and drab I pur- 
chas M this caparifon; and my revenue is the filly # 
cheat. Gallows, and knock, are too powerful on the 
high-way ; beating and hanging are terrors to me : for 
the life to corne, I fleep out the thought of it. A 
prize ! a prize ! 

SCENE III. Enter Clown. 

Clo. Let me fee,— every eleven weather tods, every 
tod yields pound and odd fhilling; lifteen hundred 
/horn, what cornes the wool too ? 

Aut. If the fprindge hold, the cock's mine. — 

[_AJMe. 

Clo. I cannot do 't without compters. Let me fee, 
what am I to bu y for our ftieep-mearing feaft, three 
pound of fugar, five pound of currants, rice—— 
what will this fifter of mine do with rice ? but my father 
hath made her miftrefs of the feaft, and Aie lays it on. 
She hath made me four and twenty nofegays for the 
(hearers ; three-man fong-men \ ail, and very good 
ones, but they are moft of them means and bafes ; but 
one Puritan among them, and he fings pfalms to horn- 
pipes. I muft have faffron to colour the warden-pies, 

mace dates none-— that 's out of my n6te : 

nutmegs, feven; a race ot two of gfoger, but that I 
may beg ; four pound of prunes, and as maoy raifins 
o'th'fun. 

Aut. Oh, that ever I was born ! 

[Groveling on the ground, 

Clo. V th' name of me— — 

Aut. Oh, help me, help me: pluck but off thefe 
rags, and then death, death 

Clo'. Alack, poor foui, thou haft need of more ragé 
to lay on thee, rather than have thefe off. 

Aut. Oh, Sir, the lothfomnefs of them offends me, 
more than the {tripes I have receiv'd, which are mighty 
oaes, and millions. 

* Silîy is ufcd by the writers of our author's time, for (impie, 

mcan ; and in this the humour of the fpcech confifts. 
t Meanine thofe who fing catches, which are generally in threc 
parts. 
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Clo. Alas, poor man! a million of beating may 
corne to a great matter. 

Aut. I am robb'd, Sir, and beaten ; my money and 
apparel ta'en from me, and thefe detcftable things put 
upoa me. 

Clo . What, by a horfeman, or a footman ? 

Aut. A footman, fweet Sir, a footman. 

Clo. Indeed, he ftiould be a footman, by the garments 
he hath left with thee ; if this be a horfeman's coat, ic 
hath feen ver y hot fervice. Lend me thy h and, I 'U 
help thee. Corne, lend me thy hand. 

\Helping hitn up. 
Aut. Oh ! good Sir, tenderly, oh ! 
Clo. Alas, poor foui. 

Aut. O good Sir, foftly, good Sir : I fear, Sir, nrf 
Ihoulder-blade is out. 

Clo. How now ? canft ftand ? 

Aut. Softly, dear Sir ; good Sir, foftly ; you*ha' donc 
me a charitable office. 

Clo. Doft lack any money ? I have a little money for 
thee. 

Aut. No, good fweet Sir ; no, I befeech you, Sir ; 
I have a kinfman not paft three quarters of a mile hence, 
unto whom I was going, I (hall there have money, or 
any thing I want t offer me no money, I pray you ; that 
kills my heart. 

Clo. What manner of fellow was he that robb'd 
you ? 

Aut. € \ A fellow, Sir, that I have known to go 
" about with trol-my-dames * : I knew him once a 
«' feryant of the Prince; I cannot tell, good Sir, for 
*' which of his virtues it was, but he was certainly 
" whipp'd out of the court. 

Clo. " His vices, you would fay ; there 's no virtue 
" whipp'd out of the court ; they cherifh it to make'it 
u ftay there, and yet it will no more but abide. 

Aut. Vices I would fay, Sir. I know this man well ; 
u he hath been fince an ape-bearer, then a procefs- 
y ferver, a bailiff ; then he compafs'd a motion f of the 

• Trou-madame, Frclich. The game of nine-holes. 
f i. e. the puppet-Jkew, then called motions. A term fre^uentl| 
occurring in our author. 
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" prodigal fon, and married a tinker's wife wîthin a 
" mile where my land and living lies ; and, having 
" flown over many knavifh profeflions, he fettled only 
*« in a rogue ;" fome call him Autolicus. 

Clo. Out upon him, prig ! for my life, prig ; 

he haunts wakes, fairs, and bear-baitings. 

dut. Very true, Sir ; he, Sir, he ; that 's the rogue 
that put me into this apparel. 

Clo. Not a more cowardly rogue in ail Bithynia; if 
you had but look'd big, and fpit at him, he 'd have run. 

dut. I muft confefs to you, Sir, I am no fighter ; I 
am falfe of heart that way, and that he knew, I war- 
rant him. 

Clo. How do you now ? 

dut. Sweet Sir, much better than I was ; I can 
ftand and walk ; I will even take my leave of you, and 
pace foftly towards my kinfman's. 

Clo. Shall I bring thee on thy way ? 

dut. No, good-fac'd Sir ; nô, fweet Sir. 

Clo. Then, farewel, I muft go to buy fpices for our 
fheep-fhearing. \Exit 

dut. Profper you, fweet Sir ! Your purfe is not hot 
enough to purchafe your fpice. I '11 be with you at your 
fheep-fhearing too : if I make not this cheat bring out 
another, and the ftiearers prove fheep, let me be un- 
roll'd, and my name put into the book of virtue f 1 

S O N G. 

Jog otiy jog on, the foot-path nvay, 

dnd merrily hent the jiyle-a. 
A merry heart goes ail the day, 

Tour fad tires in a mile-a. [Exit. 

S C E N E IV. 

The profpeft of a Jljepherd's cote. 

Enter «Florizel and Perdita. 

Flo. Thefe your unufual weeds to each part of yo« 
Do give a life : no mepherdefs, but Flora 

+ Begging *ipfies,-in the time of our author, werc in gangsand 
companics, that had fomething of the fliew of au incorporated body. 
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Peering in April's front. This your fhcep-ftiearing 
Is as a meeting of the petty gods, 
And you the Queen on 't. 

Per. Sir, my gracious Lord, 
To chide at your extrêmes it not becomes me : 
Oh pardon that I name them ! your high felf, 
The gracious mark o' th' land, you have obfcur'd 
With a fwain's wearing ; and me> poor lowly maid, 
Moft goddcfs-like prank'd up. But that our feafb 
In every mefs have fblly, and the feeders 
Digeft it with a cuftom, I mould blufh 
To fee you fo attired ; fworn, I think, 
To fhew myfelf a glafs. 

F/o. I biefs the time 
When my good falcon made her flîght acrofs 
Thy father's ground. 

Per. Now, Jove afford you caufe ! 
To me the différence forges dread, your greatnefs 
Hath not been us'd to fear ; even now I tremble 
To think your father, by fome accident, 
Should pafs this way, as you did : oh, the fates ! 
How would he look to fee his work fo noble, 
Vildly bound up ! what would he fay ! or how 
Should I in thefe my bonow'd flaunts behold 
The fternnefs of his prefence ! 

F/o. Apprehend 
Nothing but jollity : the gods themfelves, 
Humbling their deities to love, have taken 
The fhapes of beafts upon them. Jupiter 
Became a bull, and bellow'd ; the green Neptune 
A ram, andbleated; and the fire-rob'd God, 
Golden Apollo, a poor humble fwain, 
As I feem now. Their transformations 
Were never for a pièce of beauty rarer, 
Nor in a way fo chafte : fînce my defires 
Run not before mine honour, nor my lufts 
Burn hotter than my faith. 

Per. O but, dear Sir, 
Your refolution cannot hold, when 'tis 
Oppos'd, as it muft be, by th' power o^th' King. 
One of thefe two muft be neceffities, 
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Which then will fpeak, that you muft change this pur- 
Or I my life. [pofe, 

Flo< Thou deareft Perdita, 
With thefe forc'd thoughts, I pr'ythee, darken not 
The mirth o' th' feaft. Or TU be thine, my fahy 
Or not my father's. For I cannot be 
Mine own, nor any thing to any, if 
1 be not thine . To this I am mofl confiant, 
Though deftiny fay No. Be merry, (Gentle), 
Strangle fuch thoughts as thefe with any thing 
That you behold the while. Your guefts are commg-s 
Lift up your countenance, as 'twere the day 
Of célébration of that nuptial which 
We two have fworn mail come. 

Per. O Lady Fortune, \ 
Stand you aufpicious ! 

SCENE V. 

Enttr Sèepherd, Clown, Mopfa, Dorcas, Servants: 
ivitb Polixenes and Camillo dJJguis'd* 

Ph. See, your guefts approach ; 
Addrefs yourîelf to eutertain «hem fprighdy, 
And let's be red.with mirth* 

Shep. " Fie, daughter; wbcrnny oidwifehVd, upoto 
4t This day (be was both pantler, butler, cook, 
*• Both dame and Servant ; welcom'd ail, ferv'd alJ * 
" Would fing her fong, and dance her turn ; now here 
" At upper end o' th* table,, now i* th' middle ; 
" On his moulder, and his; her face o' fire 
" With labour ; and the thing fhe took to quench rt, 
" She would to each one fip. ,ï You are retired, 
As if you werc a feafted one, and not 
The hoftefs of the meeting : pray you, bid * 
Thefe unknown friends to 's welcome y for it is 
A way to make us better friends, more known. 
Come, quench your bl urnes, and prefent yourfelf, 
That which you are, miitrefs o* th' feaft. Come on, 
And bid us welcome to your meep-fhearing, 
As your good flock mail profper. 

Per. Sirs, welcome. \To Pol. and Cam, 

It is my father's will I fhould take on me 

Vol. III. Y 
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The hoftefsftiîp o' th' day ; you're welcome, Sirs. 
<jive me thofe flowers there, Dorcas — Révérend Sirs, 
*' For you there's rofemary and rue, thefe keep 
* ( Seeming and favour ail the winter long : 
*' Grâce and remembrance be unto you both, 
" And welcome to our fhearing ! 

Pol. Shepherdefs, 
(A fair onë are you), weli you fit our âges • 
With flowers of winter. 

Per. " Sir, the year growing ancient, 
' Mt Not yet on fummer's death, nor on the birth 
€t Of trembling winter, the faireft flowers o' th' feafon 
** Are our carnations, and ftreak'd gilly-flowers, 
*' Which fome cairNature's baftards : of that kind 
*' Our ruftic garden's barren, and I care not 
" To get flips of them. 

Pol. Wherefore, gentle maiden, 
Do you negleét them ? 

Per. For I have heard it faid, 
"**« Tliere is an art, which in their piedenefs mares 
ft With great creating Nature. 

Pol. " Say, there be; 
* ( Yet nature is made better by no mean, 

But nature makes that mean; fo over that art, 

Which you fay-adds to nature, is an art 
*' That nature makes; youfee, fweet maid, we raarry 
'< A gentle fcyon to the wildeft ftock ; 

And-make conceive a bark of bafer kind 
" By bud\>f nobler race. This is an art, 
*' Which does mend nature, change it rather; but 
" The art itfelf is nature. 

Per. So it is. 

Pol. Then make your garden rich in pHy-flowers, 
And do not/ call them baftards. 

Per. " I J ll not put 
/" The dibble in -earth^ to fet one flip of them : 
4( No more than, were I painted, 1 would wifh 

This youth fhould fay, 'Twere well ; and only therc- 
" fore 

" Defire to bieed by më. ; — Here 's flowers for you; 
'/ Hot lavendrr, mints, favoury, marjoram, 
P 1/he mary^cJd, that goes tp bed with th'fun, 
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" And wjth him rifes, weeping : thefe are flowers 
" Of middle fumraer, and, I think, they are given 
" To men of middle âge." Y 'are very welcome. 

Cam. I fhould leave grafing, were I of your flock, 
And only live by gazing. 

Per. " Out, alas! 
<s You 'd be fo lean, that blafts of January 
" Would blow you through and throughi Now, my 

" faireft friend, 
" I would I had fome flowers o' th' fpring, that might 
" Become your time of day ; and your's, and your's, 
*' That wear upon your virgin-branches yet 
te Your maiden-heads growing : O Proferpina, 
" For tne flowers now, that, frighted, thou let 'il fali 
" From Dis's waggon ! daffadils, 
" That corne before the fwallow dares, and take 
" The winds of March with beauty ; violets dim, 
" But fweeter than the lids of Juno's eyes, 
" Or Cytherea's breath ; pale primrofes, 
'* That die unmarried, ère they can behold 
u Bright Phœbus in his ftrengjh, (a malady 
ac Moft incident to raaids) ; gold oxlips, and 
" The crown-imperial ; lilies of ail kinds, 
" The flower-de-lis being one. O thefè I lack 
" To make you garlands of, and, my fweet friend, 
" To ftrow him o'r and o'er. 

FIo. What? like a corfe ? 

Per. No, like a bank, for love to lie and play on j 

Not like a corfe ; or if, not to be buried 

But quick, and in mine arms. Corne, take your flowers; 
Methinks I play as I have feen them do 
lu Whitfund' paftorals : fure, this robe of mine 
Does change my difpofition. 

Flo. What you do, 
Still betters what is dene. When you fpeak, (fweet), 
l 'd have you do it ever ; when you fîng, 
I'd have you buy and fell fo ; fo gîve alms; 
Pray fo ; and for the ord'ring your affairs, 
Ta fing them too. When you do dance, I wifh yo* 
A wave o' th* fea, that you might ever do 
Nothing but that ; move ftill, ftill fo, 
And own no other funclion. Each your doing, 
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So fingular în each particular, 
Crowns what you 're doing in the prêtent deeds, 
That ail your acîs arc Queens. 

Pcr. ODoricles, 
Your praifes are too large ; but that your yçuth, 
And the true blood, which peeps forth fairly through it, 
Do plainly give you out an unftain'd fhepherd ; 
With wîfdom I might fear, my Doricies, 
You woo'd me the falfe way. 

Fio. I think you have 
As little fkill to fear, as I have purpofê 
To put you to 't. But, corne ; our dance, I pray ; 
Your hand, my Perdita ; fo turtles pair, 
That never mean to part. 

Per. I '11 fwear for 'em. 

PoL " This is the prettieft low-born lafs that ever 
" Ran on the green ford ; nothing me does, or feems, 
But fmacks of fomething greater than herfelf» 
Too noble for this place, . 

Cam. He tells her fomething, 
That makes her blood Io#k out : good footh, fhe is 
The Queen of curds and cream. 

C/o. Corne on, ftrike up. 

Dor. Mopfa mail be your miftrefs ; marry, garfic 
to mend her kiffing with— — 
Mop. Now, in good time ! 

C/o. Not a word, a word ; we ftand upon our w&r ! 
ners ; corne ftrike up. | 

Here a dance of Jhephetds and Jhefherdeffes. 

PoL Pray, good fhepherd, what fair fwain is thîf I 
Who dances with your daughtcr ? 

Skep. They call him DoricUs, and he boafts himfelf | 
To have a worthy breeding; but I have it I 
Upon his own report, and I believe it : 
He looks like footh ; he fays he loves my daughter, ! 
1 think fo too ; for never gaz M the moon 
Upon the water, as he 11 ftand and read 
As 'twere my daughter's eyes ; and, to be plain, 
I think there is not half a kifs to chu'fe 
Who loves another beft. 

PdL She dances featly. 
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S hep. She does any thing, though I report ît 
That fhould be filent ; if young Doricles 
Do light upon her, me (hall bring him that 
Which he not dreams of. 

SCENE VI. Enter a Servant. 

Ser. O Mafter, if you did but hear the pedler at the 
door, you would never dance again after a tabor and 
pipe : no-, the bag-pipe could not move you. He fings 
feveral tunes fafter than you '11 tell money ; he utter» 
them as he had eaten ballads, and ail mens' ears grew 
to his tunes. 

Clo. He could never corne better ; he fhaîl Corne in r 
I love a ballad But even too well, if it be doleful mat- 
ter merrily fet dowo ; or a very pleafant thing indeed» 
and fung lamentably. 

Ser. He hath fongs for man,* or woman, of ail fizes ; 
no milliner can fo fit his euftomers with gîoves : he has 
the prettieft love-fongs for rriaids, fo without bawdry, 
(which is ftrange), with fuch délicate burthens of dil- 
do's and fa-ding's : jump her, and thump her : and 
where fome fr.retch-môuth'd rafcal would, as it were, 
raean mifchief, and break a foui gap into the matter, 
he makes the maid to anfwer, Wboop, do me no ha'rm, 
gooj vian ; puts him off, flights him, with Whoop, do me 
no harm, good man. 

Pol. This is a brave fellow. 

C/o. Believe me, thou talkefr, of an admîrable-con- 
ceited fellow ; has he any unbraided wares ? 

Ser. Hehath ribbons of ail the colours i* tVrainbow 5 
points, more than ail the lawyers in Birhynia can rearn- 
edly handle, though they corne tô him by the grofs ; 
inkles, caddiffes, cambricks, lawns ; why, hefings'them 
over, as they were gods and goddefTes ; you would 
think a fmock were a fhe-angel, he fo chants to the 
fleeve-band, and the work about the fquare on r t. 

Ch. Pr'ythee bring him in ; and let him approacfr, 
fmging. 

Per. Forewarn him that he ufe no fcurrilovrs words 
in 's tunes. 

Ch. You have of thefe pedlers that ha?e more in 'cm 
than you 'd tliink, fiûer. 

Ï3 
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Per„ Ay* good brother, or go about to think* 



Enter Autolicus ftnging. 

Lantm as tvbite ms drhen fnow, 

Cyprus biack as e^er nvas cronv ; 

C loves as pweet as dantajk rofes, 

Majks for faces and for nofes ; 

Bugle bracelets', necklace amber 9 

Perfume for a lady*s chamber : 

Golden quoifs, and Jlomachers, 

For wy lads to give their dears : 

Pins, and poaking-Jlicks of fleel, 

IV bat maids lack from head to heel : 

Home buy of fne> corne : corne iuy, cerne buy 9 

Buy y lads , or elfe your JaJJès cry. 

Conte buy, &c. 

Ch. If I werc not La love wîth Mopfa, thou fhould'ft 
take no money of me; but being inthrall'd as I am, 
it will alfo be the bondage of certain ribbons and 
gloves. 

Mop. I was promis'd them againft the feait, but they 
çome not too late now. 

Dor. He hath promis'd you more than that, or there 
be Jyars. 

. Mop. He hath paid you ail he promis'd you : 'may 
be he has paid you more ; which will marne you to 
give hira again. 

Clo. Is there no raanners left among maids ? wiD they 
-wear their plackets where they (hould wear their faces ? 
is there not milking-time, when you are going to bed, 
or kilJ-hole, to whiftle of thefe fecrets, but you niutf 
be tittle-tattling before ail our guefts ? *tis well they 
are wjiifp'ring : clamour your tongues * and not a word 
more. 

Mop. I have done ; corne, you promis'd me a tawdry 
lace, and a pair of fweet gloves. 

• The phrafe is laken from ringtng. When bells are at the . 
height, in order to ecafe them, the répétition of the ftrokes be- 
concs much-^uicker thaa before; this is callcd çhnmfutg thaDt 
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Ch. Mave I not told thee how I was C02en'd by the 

way, and loft ail my money ? 

Aut. And, indeed, Sir, tbere are cozeners abroad, 

tberefore it behoves men to be wary. 

Clo. Fear not thou, man, thou fhalt lofe nothing 

here. 

Aut. I hope fo, Sir, for I bave about me manypar- 
cels of charge. 

Clo. What haft here ? ballads ? 

Mop. Pray now, buy fome ; I love a ballad in print, 
or a life ; for then we are fure they are true. 

Aut . Here 's one to a very doleful tune, how a ufurer 's 
wife was brought to-bed with twenty money-bags at a 
burthen ; and how fhe long'd to eat adders' heads, and 
toads carbonado'd. 

Mop. Is it true, think you ? 

Aut. Very true, and but a month old. 

Dor. Biefs me from marrying a ufurer î 

Aut. Here 's the midwife's name to't, one Miftrefs 
Taie-port er , and five or fix honeft wives^that were pre- 
fent. Why fhould I carry lyes abroad ? 

Mop. Pray you now, buy it. 

Clo. Corne on, lay it by ; and kt's firft fee more bal- 
lads ; we '11 buy the other things anon. 

Aut. Here 's another ballad, of a fifh that appear'd 
upon the coaft, on Wednefday the fourfeore of April, 
fort/ thoufand fadom above water, and fung this bal- 
lad againft the hard hearts of maids. It was thought 
fhe was a woman, and was turn*d tnto a cold fifh, for 
fhe would not exchange flefh with one that lov'd her* 
The ballad is very pitiful, and as true, 

Dor. Is it true too, think you ? 

Aut. Five juftices hands at it, and witnefïés more 
than my pack wiH hold . * 

Ch. Lay it by too : another. 

Aut. This is a merry ballad, but a very pretty one» 

Mop. Let's h ave fome merry ones. 

Aut. Why, this is. a paffing merry one, aad goes to 
the tune of T*wo maids «wooing a m an ; there 's icarce a 
maid weftward, but fhe fings it ; 'tis in re^ueft, I eau 
tell you» 
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Mop. We can both fing it ; if thou 'lt bear a part, 
thou malt hear, 'tis in three parts. 

Dor. We had the tune on 't a month ago. 

Aut. I can bear my part ; you muft know, 'tis my 
occupation : have at it with you. 

Aut. G et you hence, for I muft go t 
Wbere it fit s not you to know, 
Dor. Whithcr? 
Mop. <whither ? 
Dor. Whitker? 

Mop. // b écornes thy oath full *wel/, 

Thou to me thy fecrets tell, 
Dor. Me tooy let me go thither. 
Mop. Or thou goeft to the grange ', or mM*. 
Dor. If to either thou doft ill. 
Aut. N either. 
Dor. What? neither? 
Aut. Neither, 

Dor. Thou haft fiworn my love to be. 
Mop. Thou haft Jhvorn it more to me : 

Then ivhither goeft ? fay y <whither ? 

Ch. We '11 have this fong out anon by ourfelves. My 
father and the gentlemen are in fad talk, and we '11 not 
trouble thera. Corne, bring away thy pack after me T 
Wenches, 1 11 buy for you both. Pedler, let 's have die 
firft choice : follow me, girls. 

Aut. And you mail pay well for 'em. 

S O N G. 

Will you buy any tape, or lace for your cap 9 

My dainty duck, my dear-a? 
And ftlk* and thready any toys for your bead ' 

Of the newft, and finft, finft ivear-a ? 
Corne to the pedler ; money\ a medler, 

That dot h utter ail mens' <ware-a. 

[Exit Clown, Autolicus, Dorcas, and Mopfir, 

SCENE VIL Enter a Servant. \ 

Ser. Mafter, there are three carters, three /hep- 
herds, three neat-herds, and three fwine-herds, that 
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îave made themfelves ail men ©f hair * ; they call them- 
felves fa Itier s ; and they have a dance, which the 
vvenches fay, is a gallyraaufry of gambols, bécaufe they 
are not in 't : but they themfelves are o' th* mind, (if it 
be not too rough for fome, that know little but bowl- 
ing), it will pleafe plentifully. 

S hep. Away I we *11 none on 't ; here has been too 
much homely foolery already. I know, Sir, we weary 
y ou. 

PoL You weary thofe that refrefh us : pray, let 's fee 
thefe four threes of herdfmen. 

Ser. One three of them, by their own report, Sir, 
hath danc'd before the King ; and not the worft of the 
three but jumps twelve foot and a half by th* fquare. 

Ebep. Leave your prating ; fmce thefe good men are 
pleas'd, let them come in ; but quickly now. 

Here a dance of tooelve fatyrs. 

Pol. O, father, you '11 know more of that hereafter. 
Is it not too far gone ? *tis rime to part them ; 

He 's /impie, and tells much. How now, fair fhep- 

herd ? 

Your heart is full of fomething, that doth take 

Your mind from feafting.- Sooth, when I was yotrng, 

And handed love, as you do, I was wont 

To load my fhe with knacks. I would have ranfack'4 

The pedler's filken treafury, and have pour'd it 

To her acceptance ; you have let him go, 

And nothtng marted with him. If your lafs 

Interprétation fhould abufe, and call this 

Your lack of love or bounty ; you were ftraited; 

For a reply, at leaft, if you make care 

Of happy holding her. 

F/o. Old Sir, I know, 
She prizes not fuch trrfles as thefe are. 
The gifts me looks from me, are pack'd and lock'd 
Up in my heart, which I have given already, 
But not deliver'd. O, hear me breathe my love 
Before this ancient Sir; who, it fhould feem, 
Hath fometime lov'd. I take thy hand, this hand, 

* i. e. nimble, that leap as if they rebouoded. The phraijb is 
from tenniS'hlUf which were rtuffed with hair. 
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As foft as dove's down, and as white as it, 
Or Ethiopian's tooth, " or the fann'd fnow 
" That's boltedby the northern blaft twice o'er. 

PoL What follows this ? 
How prettily the young fwain feems to wam 
The hand was fair before ! I Ve put you out \ 
But to your proteftation : let me hear 
Wbat you profefs. 

Flo. Do, and be witnefs to 't. 
• PoL And this my neighbour too \ 

Flo. And he, and more 
Than he, and men; the earth, and heav'ns, and ail 
That were I crown'd the moft impérial monarch 
Thereof moft worthy, were I the faireft youth 
That ever made eye fwerve, had force and knowledgc 
More than was ever man's, I would not prize them 
Without her love ; for her employ them ail ; 
Commend them, and condemn them, to her fervice.> 
Or to their own perdition, 

PoL Fairly offer'd. 
. Cam. This fhews a found affecHon. 

Sbep. But, my daughter, 
Say you the like to him l 

Per. I cannot fpeak 
So well, nothing fo well, no, nor mean better. 
By th' pattern of mine own thoughts I eut out 
The purity of his. 

Shep. Take hands, a bargain ; 
And, friends unknown, you /hall bear witnefs to't. 
I give my daughter to him, and will make 
Her portion equal his. 

Flo. O, that muft be 
I' th' virtue of your daughter; one being deaô^ 
I mail have more than you can dream of yet, 
Enough then for your wonder : but come on» 
Contrat us 'fore thefe witnelfes. 

Sbep. Come, your hand; 
And, daughter, your's. 

PoL Soft, fwain, a-while ; 'befeech you» 
Have you a father ? 

Flo. I have ; but what of him ? 

PoL Knows he of this l 
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Pol. He neither does, nor (hall. 

Pol. Methinks a father 
Ts, at the nuptial of his fon, a gueft 
That beft becomes the table : 'pray you once more, 
Is not your father grown incapable 
Of reaîbnable arïairs ? is he not ftupid 
"With âge, and alt'ring rheums ? can he fpeak ? hear ? 
Know man from man ? difpute his own eftate ? 
JLies he not bed-rid ? and, again, does nothing, 
But what he did being childifh ? 

Flo. No, good Sir ; 
He has his health, and ampler ftrength, indeed, 
Than raoft have of his âge. 

Pol. By my white beard, 
You offer him, if tbis be fo, a wrong 
Something unfilial. Reafon, my fon 
Should chufe himfelf a wife ; but as good reafon, 
The father (ail whofe joy is nothing elfe 
But fair pofterity)' fhould hold fome counfel 
In fuch a bufinefs. 

Flo. I yield ail this ; 
But for fome other-reafons, my grave Sir, 
Which 'tis not lit you know, I not acquaint 
My father of this bufinefs. 

Pol. Let him know 't. 

Flo. He fhall not. 

Pol. Pr'ythee, let him. 

Flo. No ; he muft not. 

S hep. Let him, my fon, he fhall not need to grieve 
At knowing of thy choice. 

Flo. Corne, corne, he muft not. 
Mark our contract. 

Pol. Mark your divorce, young Sir, 

\_Diftovering himfelf. 
Whom fon I dare not call ; thou art too bafe 
To be acknowledg'd. Thou a fceptre's heir, 
That thus affecl'ft a fheep-hook ! Thou old traitor, 
l 'm forry, that, by hanging thee, I can but 
Shorten thy life one week. And thou, frefh pièce 
Of excellent witchcraft, who of force muft know 
Tne royal fool thou cop'ft with 

JSàej>. my heait i 
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Pol. I '11 have thy bcauty fcratch'd whh briars, and 
made 

More horaely thaa thy ftate. For thee, fond boy, 

If I may ever know thou doft but figh 

That thou no more fhalt fee -this knack, as never 

I mean thou fhaJt, we '11 bar thee from fucceflion ; 

Not hold thee of our blood, no, not our kin, 

Far' than Deucalion off : mark thou my worda ; 

Follow us to the court. Thou churl, for this time, 

Tho' full of our difpleafurev yet we free thee 

From the dead blow of it : and you> inchantment, 

Worthy enough a herdfman ; yea him too, 

That raakes bimfelf, but for our honour therein, 

Unworthy thee ; if ever, henceforth, thou 

Thefe rural latches to his entrance open, 

Or hoope his body more with thy embraces, 

I will devife a death as cruel for thee, 

As thou art tender to it. ^Exit. 

SCENE VIII. 
Per, Even here undone. 
*' I was not much afraid ; for once or twice 
c< I was àbout to fpeak, and tell him plainly, 
*' The felf-fame fun that mine» upon his court, 
*' Hides not his vifage from our cottage, but 

4t Looks on alike. Wilt pleafe you, Sir, be gone ? 

[7*Fïorizef. 

I toid you what would corne of this. 'Befeech you, 
Of your own ftate take care : this dream of mine, 
4 J Being now awake, I'il queen it no inch farther, 
•« But milk my ewes, and weep." 

Cam. Why, how now, father ? 
Speak ère thou dieft. 

Sbep. I cannot fpeak nor think, 
Nor dare to know, that which I know. O Sir, 

[To Florizel. 
" You have undone a man of fourfcore three, 
" That thought to fill his grave in quiet ; yea, 
*' To die upon the bed my father dy'd, 
4C To lie clofe by his honeft bones : but now 
** Some hangman muit put on fhrowd, and lay mi 
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" Where no prieft fiiovels in duil. O curfèd wretch ! 

{To Perdita. 

That knew'ft this was the Prince, and would'ft adven- 
ture 

To mingle faith with hira. Undone, nndone ! 

If I naight die within this hour, I have liv'd 

To die when I deûre. \Exk+ 

SCENE IX. 

Flo . Why look you fo upon me ? 
î am but forry, not afraid ; delay'd, 
fiut nothing alter'd : what I was, I am; 
More fbaining on, for plucking back ; not followiag 
My leaih unwillingly. 

Cam. Gracious my Lord, 
You know your father's temper : at this time 
He will allow no fpeech, (which I do guefs, 
You do not purpofe to him) ; and as hardly 
Will he endure your fîght, as yet I fear, 
Then, till the fury of his Highnefi fettle, 
Come not before him. 

Flo. I not purpofe it. 
I think, Camillo- • 

Cam. Even he, my Lord. 

Per. How often have I told yon 'twould be thns ? 
How often faid, my «hgnity would h£t 
But till 'twere known ? 

Flo. It cannot fail, but by 
The violation of my faith ; and then 
Let nature crofh *he Cdes o'th'earth together, 

And mar the feeds within ! Lift up thy looks ! — 

From my fucceffion wipe me, father, I 
Am heir to my affection. 

Cam. Be advis'd. 

Flo. I am ; and by my fancy, if my reafon 
Will thereto be obedient, I have reafon ; 
ïf not, my fenfes better pleas'd with madnefs, 
Do bid it welcome. 

Cam. This is defperate, Sir. 

Flo. So call it; but it does fulfil my- vow; 
î nee^ds muit think it honefty. Camillo, 
Not for Bithynia, nor the pomp that may 

Vol. IIL Z 
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Be thercat glean'd ; for ail the fun fees, or 

The clofe earth wombs, or the profound feas hide 

In unknown fathoms, will I break my oath 

To this my fair belov'd : therefore, I pray you, 

As you hare ever been my father's friend, 

When he fltall mifs me, (as, in faith, I mean not 

To feehim any more), caft your good counfels 

Upon his paffion ; let myfelf and fortune 

Tu g for the time to corne. This you may know, 

And fo deliver, I am put to fea 

With her, whom here I cannot hold on ftiore ; 

And, moft opportune to our need, I have 

A jœflel rides îaft by, but not prepar'd 

For this defîgn. What courfe I mean to hold, 

Shall notfnng benefit your knowledge, nor 

Concern me the reporting. 

Cam. O my Lord, 
ï would yojir fpirit were eafîer for advice, 
Or ftronger for your need. 

Fh. Hark, Perdita 

1*11 hcar you by and by. [To Camiilo. 

Cam. He *s irremoveable, 
Refolv'd for flight : now were I happy, if 
His going I could frame to ferve my turn ; 
Save him from danger, do him love and honour; 
Purchafe the figîit again of dear Sicilia, 
And that unhappy King, my mafter, whom 
I fo much thirft to fee. » lJJi<k* 

Fh. Now, gosd Camiilo, 
I am fo fraught wkh curious buCnefs, that 
I leave out cereraony. 

Cam. Sir, I think 
You have heard of my poor fervices, i'th'love 
That I have borne your father. 

Fh. Very nobly 
Have you deferv'd : it is my father's mufle 
To fpeak your deeds, not little of his care^ 
To have them recompens'd, as thought on. 

Cam. Well, my Lord, 
If you nuy plcafe to think I love the King, 
And through him what 's neareft to him, which 18 
l(pur gracions felf, embrace but my dire&ion, 
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If your more ponderous and fettled project 

May fuffer altération ; on mine honour 

I '11 point y ou where y ou (hall have fuch receiving 

As mail beçorae your Highnefs, where you may 

Enjoy your miftrcfs ; from the whom, I fee, 

There 's no disjunclion to be made, bat by 

(As heav'ns forefend L) your ruin. Marry her * 

And with my beft endeavours, in your abfence,. 

Your difcontented father I '11 ftrive to qualify, 

And bring him up to liking, 

Flo. How, Camillo, 
May this, almoft a miracle, be done ? 
That I may call thee fomething more than man> 
And after that truft to thee. 

Cam* Have you thought on> 
A place whereto you 'il go? 

Flo, Not an y ye« : 
But as th' unthought-on accident îs guiîty 
Of what we wildly do, fo we profefs 
Ourfelves to be the flaves of chance, and Aies 
Of every wind that blows. 

Cam, Then lift to me. 
Thi& fbHows, if you will not change your purpofév 
But undergo this flight, make for Sicilia ; 
And there prefent yourfeîf and your fair princefs 
(For fo I fee me mufe be) 'fore Leontes : 
She fhall be habited as it becomes* 
The partner of your bed. Methinks I fee 
Leontes opening his free arms, and weepmg 
His welcomes forth : afks thee, the fon, fbrgivenefs* 
As 'twere i'th' father's perfon; kifies the hands 
Of your frefh princefs ; o'er and o'er divides hira,, 
*Twixt his unkindnefs and his kindnefs: th'one 
He chides to hell, and bâds the other grow 
Fafter than thought or time- 

Flo. Worthy Camillo, 
What colour for my vifitatioi* fhall I 
Hold up before him ? *• 

Cam. Sent by the King your father 
To jreet him, and to give him comforts. Sny 
The manner of your bearing towards him, with* 
What you, as frora your father, mail délirer,. 
Z 2 
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Things known betwixt us three, I '11 write you àom\ 
The which fhall point you forth at every fitting, 
What you muft lay ; that he fhall not perceive, 
But that you have your father's bofom there» 
And fpeak his very heart. 

F h. I am boutrd to you r 
There is fome fap in this. 

Cam. A courfe more proraifing 
Than a wild dcdication o£ yeurfelves 
To unpath'd waters, undreara'd fhores ; moft certai» 
To miferies enough : ho hope to hety you, \ 
But as you fhake oflF one, to take another : 
Nothing fo certain as your anchors, who 
Do their beft office, if they can but ftay you I 
Where you '11 be loth to be : befides, you know, 
Profperity 's the very bond of love* j 
Whofe frefh compkxion and whofe heart together 
Affliction alters. 

Per. One of thefe is true r 
1 think affli&iôtt may fubdue the cheek» 
But not take in the mind.. 

Cam. Yea, fay you fo ? ^ i 

There fhall not at your father's houfe, thèfe feren 
Be born another fuch. ' 

F h. My good CamiHo, 
She is as forward of lier breeding, as , 
She is i'th' rear o'our birth. 

Cam. I cannot fay, 'tis plty ^ 
She lacks inftrucltons, for Ôie feems a miftrefi 
To moft that teach. 

Per. Your pardon, Sir, for this : 
I '11 blufh you thanks. 

Fia. My pfettiéft Perdita- 

But, oh, the thoins we ftand u^on ! Camil!o> 
Preferver of my father, now of me ; 
The medicine of our houfe ! how fhall we doi 
We are not furniftTd Hke Bithyma's fon, 
Nor fhall appear in Sicily— — i 
Cam. My Lord, 1 
Fear none of this : I think you know my; fortuné 
Do ail lie there : it fhall be fo my care | 
To have you royally appointed, as if 
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The feene you play were mine. For inftance, Sir, 
That you may know you (hall not want ; one word.— 

[They talk afide* 

SCENE X. 

Enter Autolicus. 

Au t. Ha, ha, what a fbol Honefty is ! and Truff^ 
bis fworn brother, a very fimple gentleman ! I have 
fbld ail my trumpery ; not a counterfeit ftone, not a 
libbon, glafs, pomander, broweh, table-book, ballade 
knife, tape, glove, fhoe-tye, bracelet, horn-ring to 
keep my pack from fafting : they throng who mould 
buy firft, as if my trinket* had been hallowed, and 
brought a bénédiction to the buyer; by which means, 
I faw whofe purfe was beft in pitfure ; and what I faw 
to my good ufe, I remember'd. My good Clown (who 
wants but fomething to be a reafonable man) grew fo 
ia love with the wenches fong, that he would not ftir 
his pettitoes till he had both tune and words ; which fo> 
drew the reft of the herd to me, that ail their other fenfes 
&uck in ears ; you might have pinch'd- a placket, it was 
fenfelefs ; 'twas- nothing to geld a cod-piece of a purfe ; 
I would have filed keys ofF, that hung in charns : no 
hearing, no feeling, but my Sir 's fong, and admiring^ 
the nothing of it. So that in this time of lethargy, I 
pick'd and cut.moftof their feftival purfes; a»nd had not. 
the old man corne in with a whoo-buh againft his dangh- 
ter and the King's fon, andfcar'd my choughs from the? 
chaff",. I had not left a purfe alive in the whole army. 

[Camillo, Flor. and Perd, corne fbrnxxtrdl. 

Cam. Nay ; but my letters by this means being there,,. 
So foon as you arrive, mail clear that doubt. 

FIo. And thofe that you 11 procure from King Le- 
ontes 

Cam. Shaîl fatisfy your father. 

Per. Hagpy be you ! 
AH that you fpeak fliews fair. 

Cam. Who have we here ? [Sevh:<? Autok- 

We '11 make an infiniment of this; emit 
Nothing mav give us aki. 
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Aut. If they have overheardme now; why, hanging. 

• Cam. How now, good fellow, 
Why ftiak'ft thou fo ? fear not, man, 
Here *s no harm intended to thee. 

Aut. I am a poor fellow, Sir. 

Cam. Why, be fo ftili ; here 's no body will fteal that 
from thee ; yet fer the outfide of thy poverty, we muft 
make an exchange; therefore difeafe thee inftantly, 
(thou muft think there's neceffity in 't), and change gar- 
ments with this gentleman : tho* the penny-worth, on 
his fide, be the worft, yet hold thee, there's fome boot» 

Aut, I am a poor fellow, Sir.— (I know ye well e- 
aough). . [JJïdâ» 

Cam. Nay, pr'ythee, difpatch : the gentleman is 
half-flead already. 

• Aut. Are you in earneft, Sir ? — (I fmell the trick 
ou't). [JJtde* 

Flo. Difpatch, I pr'ythee» 

Aut. Indeed I have had earneft, but I cannot witk 
eonfeience take it. 

Cam. Unbuckle, unbuckle. 
Fortunate miftrefs ! (let my prophecy 
Corne home to ye) ; you muft retire yourfelf 
Into fome covert ; take your fweet-heart's hat r 
And pluck it o'er your brows : muffle your face,* 
Difmantle you; and, as you can, difliken 
The truth of your own feeming; that you may 
(For I do fear ey es over you) to fhip-board 
Get undefcry'd. 

Per. I fee the play fo lies, 
That I muft bear a paru 

Cam. No remedy 

Have you done there ? 

Flo. Should I now meet my father,, 
He v. ould not call me fon. 

Cam. Nay, you mail have no hat : 
Corne, Lady, come : farewcl, my friend^ 

• Aut. Adieu, Sir. 

Flo. O Ferdita, what have we twain forgotf 
Pray you, a v/ord. 

Cam. What I do next, fhall beto tell theKing [A/Je, 
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Of this efcape, and whither they are botmd: 
Wherein my hope is, I fhall fo prevail 
To force him after \ in whofe company 
I (hall review Sicilia; for whofe fight 
I have a woman's longing. 

Flo. Fortune fpeed us ! 
Thus we fet oû, Camillo, to rh' fea-Gde. 

\_Exit Flor. ivith Perv 

Cam. The fwifter fpeed, thebetter. \Exitl 

SCENE XL 

j4ut. I underftand thebufinefs, I heard it. Tohave afr 
open ear, a quick eye, and a nim.ble hand, is neceiïary 
for a cut-purfe; a good nofe is requiike alfo, to fmell 
out work for th'other fentes. I fee this is the time that 
the unjuft man doth thrive. What an exchange haJ 
this been without boot ? what a boot is here with this 
exchange ? Sure the gods do this year connive at us r 
and we may do any thing ext empare. The Prince him- 
felf is about a pièce of iniquity ; ftealing away from his: 
father, with his clog at his heels. If I thought it were 
not a pièce of honefty to acquaint the King withal, I 
would do 't ; I hold it the more knavery to conceal it 
and therein am I confiant to my profelEon» 

Enter Clown and Shepherd. 

Afide, afide, — here 's more matter for a hotbrain; ever^ 
iane's end, every fhop, church, feflion, hanging, yields 
a carefuJ man work. 

Clo. See, fee, what a man you are now ! there [9 
no other way, but to tell the King me 's a changling* 
and none of your flefh and blood.. 

S hep. Nay, but hear me* 

Clo. Nay, but hear me. 

S hep. Go to then. 

Clo. She beîng none of your flèfh and blood,. your 
ffefh and blood has not offended the King ; and fo your 
flefh and blood is not to be puniuVd by him. Shew> 
thofe things you found about her, thofe fecret things, ail 
but what fhe has with her; this beingdone, letthelàw 
gowhiftle; I .warrant you. 

S hep. I will tell the King ail, erery word> yea r awf 
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his fon's pranks too ; " who, I may fay r is no honeft 
" man, neither to his father, nor to me* to go about 
•* to make me the King's brother-in-law." 

Clo. " Indeed, brother-in-law was tke fartheft ofF 
*' you could have been to him ; and then your blood 

had been the dearer by I know how muchan ounce." 

Aut. Very wifely, puppies ! [Afide r 

Shep. Well ; let us to the King; there is that in this 
farthel will make (nm fcratch his beard, 

Aut. I know not what impediment this coraplaint 
may be to the tiîght of my maûer. 

Clo. Tray heartily he be at the palace. 

Aut. Though I am not naturally honefï, I am fo | 
fometimes by chance : let me pocket up my pedler's 
excrément *. How now, ruftiques, whither are you 
bound ? 

S hep. To th* palace, an ît like your Worfhip. 

Aut. Your afFairs there, whât,. with whom, the* 
Condition of that fartheJ, the place of your dwelling, 
your names, your âge, of what having, breeding, and' 
any thing that is fitting for to be known, difeover. 

Clo. We are but plain fellows, Sir. 

Aut. A lye; you are rough and hairy; let me have 
no lying; it becomes none but tradefmen, and they 
often give us foldiers the lye ; but we pay them for it 
with ftamped coin, not ftabbing fteei; therefore they 
do give us the lye. 

Clo. Your Worfhip had like to have given us one,, 
jT you had not taken yourfelf with the manne r. 

Shep. Are you a courtier, an like you> Sir ? 

Aut.. Whether it like me or no,. I am a courtier. 
Seeft thou not the airof the court in thefe infoldingsf 
hath not my gâte ia ft the meafure of the court? re- 
ceives not thy nofe court-odour from me ? refleft I not 
on thy bafenefs. court-contempt ? think'lt, thou, for that 
I infinuate, or toze from thee thy bufihefs, I am there- 
fore no courtier ? I am a courtier Cag-a-pè ; and one 
that will either pufli on or pluck back thy bufinefs 
there; v/hereupon I command thee to. open thy affaûv 

Sbep. My bulinefs, Sir, is to the King. 
' Aut. What advocate hall: thou to Him? 
* Mcaning his falfc bcard. 
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Shep. I know not, an't like you. 

C/o. Advocate's the court- word for a pheafant ; fay 
you have none. 

Shep. None, Sir ; I have no- pheafant cock nor heiî„ 

Aut. " How blefs'd are we that are not fimple men ! 
•* Yet Nature might have made me as ttiefe are ; 
** Thereforel will not difdain." 

C/o. This cannot be but a great courtier. 
- Shep. His garments are rich, but he wears them not 
tiandfomely. 

C/o. (t He feems to be the more noble in being fan- 
«« taftical; a great man, I'H warrant; I know by the 
*' picking on 's teeth." 

Aut. The farthel there ; what 's i' th* farthel ? 
"Wherefore that box ? 

Shep. Sir, there lies fuch fecrets in this farthel and 
box, whîch none moft know but the King; and which 
he fhàll know within this hour, if I may corne to 
ih' fpeech of him. 

Jut. Age, thou haft loft thy labour» 

Shef . Why, Sir ? 

Aut. The King is not at the palace; heîs goné 
aboard a new fhip, to purge melancholy and air him- 
fèlf ; for if thou be'ft capable of things ferious, thott 
aluft know the King is full of grief. 

Shep. So 'tis faid, Sir, about his fon that fhould havé 
married a fliepherd's daughter. 

Aut. If that fhepherd be not in hand-faft, let hira 
fiyv the curfes he (hall have, the tortures he fhall feel, 
will break the back of man, the heart of monfter. 

C/o. Thînk you fo, Sir? 

Aut. Not he alone (hall fuffer what wit can makè 
heavy, and vengeance bitter; but thofe that are ger- 
mane to him, though. remov'd fifty times, mal! ail corne 
uhder the hangman ; which though it be great pity, yet 
it is necefTary. An old meep-whiftliug rogne, a ram- 
tender, to offer to have his daughter corne into grâce ! 
Some fay he mail be fton'd ; but that death is too foft 
fôr him, fay I. Drawour throne into a fheep-cote ! ail 
deaths are too few, the fharpeft too eafy. 

C/o. Has the old man c'er a fon, Sir, do you hear* 
an 't like you a Sir l 



Digitized by GoOgle 



374 



The Wtnter's Taie. 



A& iv. 



Aut. He has a fon, who (hall be flay'd alive, then, 
'nointed over with honey, fet on the head of a wafp's 
neft, then ftand till he be three quarters and a dram 
dead; then recover'd again with aquavitae, or fome 
other hot infufion ; then, raw as he is, (and in the hot- 
teft day prognofticatioo proclaims), (hall he be fet againflr 
a brick-walJ, the fun looking with a fouthward eye up- 
on him, where he is to behold him, with Aies blown to 
death. But what talk we of thefe traitorly rafcals, 
whofe miferies are to be fmird at, their offences being 
fo capital ? Tell me (for you feero to be honeft, plain 
men) what you have to the King; being fomething 
gently confider'd, I '11 bring you where he is aboaid, 
tender your perfons to his prefence, whifper hiro in 
your behalf ; and if it be in man befides the Kiog to» 
eiFeft your fuits, hère is a man (hall do it. 

CIo. He feems to be of great auihority ; ckjfe with 
tiim, give him gold ; " and thpugh authority be a ftub- 
" born bear, yet heis oft led by the nofe with gold;" 
fhew the infide of your purfe to the outfide of his hano\. 
and no more ado. Remember, fton'd, and flay'd a- 
live. — »— 

. Shep. Ar 't pîeafe you, Sir, to undertake the bufinefs 
for us* here is. that gold I have ; 1 11 make it as raucj* 
more, and leave this young man in pawn till I bring it 
you. 

Aut* After I have doue what I promifed l 
S hep. Ay, Sir. 

Aut. Well, give me the moiety. Are you a- partjr 
in this bufinefs ? 

Clo. " In fome fort, Sir : but though my cafe be a 
**• pitifui one, I hope I fhall not be flay'd out of it. 

Aut. Oh, that 's the cafe of the fhepherd's fon; 
hang him, he '11 be made an example. 

Clo. Comfort, good comfort ; we muft to the King, 
and fhew our ftrange fights ; he muft know 'tis none of 
your daughter, nor my fifter; we are goneelfe. Sir, 
I will give you as much as this okl man does, when the 



Aut. I will tiuft you, walk before toward the fea- 




and remain, as he fays, your 



pawn till it be brought you. 
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(îde, go on the righthand; I will but look upon the 
hedge, and follow you. 

Ch. We are blefe'd in this man, as I may fay, even 
Wefs'd. 

Shep. Let 's before, as he bids us ; he was provided 
to do us good. [Exeunt Shep, and Clown. 

Aut. If I had a mind to be honeft, I fee Fortune 
would not fuffer me; fhe drops booties in my mou th. 
I am courted now with a double occafion ; gold, and a 
means to do the Prince my mafter good ; which, who 
knows how that may turn back to my advaneement ? I 
will bring thefe two moles, thefe blind ones, aboard 
him ; if he think it fit to more them again, and that 
the complaint they have to the King concerns him no- 
thing, let him call me rogue, for being fo far ofRcious ; 
for I am proof againft that title, and what fhame elfe 
belongs to 't : to him will I prefent them, there may be 
anatter" in k. [Exit. 

ACTV. SCENE I. 

Changes to S ici lia. 
Enter Leontes, Clçomenes, Dion, Paulina, and Servants. 

Cle. Ç* IR, you have done enqugh, and have perfornVd 
A fàint-like forrow : no fauît could you make, 
Which you have not redeem'd ; indeed paid down 
More pénitence than done trefpafs. At the laft, 
Do as the heavens have done, forget yourevil j 
With them, forgive yourfelf. 

Léo. Whilft I remember 
Her and her virtues, I cannot forget 
My blêmîmes in them, and fo ftill think of 
The wrong I did myfelf ; which was fo much, 
That heirlefs it hath made my kingdom, and 
Deftroy'd the fweet'lt companion that e'er maa 
Bred his hopes out of. 

Paul. True, too true, my Lord. 
If one by one you wedded ail the world, 
Or, from the ail that are, took fomething good, 
To make a perfecl woman, fhe you kill'd 
Would be unparaUel'4. 



Digitized by G00gle 



The Wtnter>s Taie. Mr. 

Léo. I thînk fo. KilVd ? 
KiH'd ? me I kill'd ? I did fo, but thou ftrik'ft me 
Sorely, to fay I did ; it is as bitter 
Upon thy tongue, as in my thought. Now, good now, 
iSay fo but feldom. 

Cle. Not at ail, good Lady ; 
You might have fpoke a thbuknd things that would 
Have done the time more benefît, and grac'd 
Your kindnefs better. 

Paul. You are ©ne of thofe 
Would have him wed again. 

Dion. If you would not fb, 
You pity not the ûate, nor the remembrance 
Of his mo& fovereign name; confider little, 
What dangers by his Highnefs' fail of iffue 
May drop upon his kingdom, and devour 
Incertain lookers on. What were more holy, 
Than to rejoice the former Queen ? This will. 
What holier, than for royalty's repair, 
For prefent comfort, and for future good, 
To bleYs the bed of Majefty again 
With a fweet fellow to 't ? 

Paul. There is none worthy, 
Refpefting her that *s gone. Befîdes, the gods 
Will have fulfill'd their fecret purpofes : 
For has not the divine Apolîo laid, 
îs 't not the ténor of his oracle, 
That King Leontes (hall not have an heir, 
Till his loit child be found ? which, that ît fhall» 
ïs ail as monftrous to our human reafojj, 
As my Antigonus to break his grave, 
And corne again to me ; whoi on my life, 
Did perifh with the infant. 'Tis your counfel 
My Lord fhoùld to the heav'ns be contrary, 

Oppofe againft their wilis. Care not for i/Tue ; 

[To the King. 
The crown will find an heir. Great Alexander 
Left his to th* wor thieft ; fo his fuccellbr 
Was like to be the beft. 

Léo. Good Paulina, 
Whp haft the memory of Hermione, 
i know, in honotfr ; O, that ever I 
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Had fquar'd me to thy counfel ! then, even now 
I might have look'd upon my Queen's full eyes, 
Have taken treafure from her lips ! 

Paul. And left them 
More rich, for what they yielded. 

Léo. Thou fpeak'ft truth : 
No more fuch wives, therefore no wife ; one worfc, 
And better us'd, would make her fainted fpirit 
Again polTefs her corpfe ; and on this ftage 
(Where we offend her now) appear foul-vex'd, 
And begin, Why to me ? 

Paul. Had fhe fuch power, 
She had juft caufe. 

Léo. She had, and would incenfe me 
To murder her I married. 

Paul. I fhould fo. 
Were I the ghoft that walk'd, l 'd bid yon mark 
Her eye, and tell me, for what dull part in't 
You chofe her ; then I *d fhriek, that even your ears 
Shou'd rift to hear me, and the words that follow'd 
Should be, Remember mine. 

Léo. Stars, ftars, 
And ail eyes elfe, dead coals : fear thou no wife. 
PU have no wife, Paulina. 

Paul. Will you ftfear 
Never to marry, but by my free leave ? 

Léo. Never, Paulina ; fo be blefs'd my fpirit ! 

Paul. Then, good my Lords, bear witnefs to hit 
oath. 

Cleo. You tempt him over-much. 

Paul. Unlefs another, 
As like Hermione as is her picture, 
Affront his eye. 

Cleo. Good Madam, pray, have donc 

Paul. Yet, if my Lord will marry ; if you will, Sir ; 
No remedy, but you will ; give me the office 
To chufe you a Queen ; fhe mail not be fo young 
As was your former ; but fhe (hall be fuch 
As, walk'd your firft Queen's ghoft, it fhould take joy 
To fee her in your arms. 

Léo. My true Paulina, 
We fhall not marry till thou bidd'ft us. 

Vol. III. 4 A a 
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Paul. That 

Shall be whcn your firfl Queen's again in breath : 
Ne ver till then. 

SCENE II. Enter a Gentleman.. 

Gent. One that gives out himfelf Prince Florizel, 
Son of Polixenes, with his Princefs (fhe 
The faireft I have yet beheld), délires accefs 
To your high prefence. 

Léo. What with him? he cornes nbt 
Like to his father's greatnefs; his approach, 
So out of circumftance and fudden, tells us, 
'Tis not a vifitation fram'd, but forc'd 
By need and accident. What train ? 

Gent. But few, 
And thofe but mean. 

Léo. His Princefs, fay you 5 with him ? 

Gent. Yes ; the moft peerlefs pièce of earth, I think, 
That e'er the fun ftione bright on.. 

Paul. Oh Hermione, 
As every prefent time doth boaft itfelf 
Above a better gone ; fo muft thy grave * 
Give way to what's feen now. Sir, you yourfelf 
Have faid, and writ fo : but your writing now 
Is colder than that thème : Jhe h ad not been, 
Nor *was Jloe to be equalVd ; thus your verfe 
FlowM with her beauty once ; 'tis mrewdly ebb'd, 
To fay youVe feen a better. 

Gent. Pardon, Madam; 
The one I have al moft forgot, (your pardon) ; 
The other when fhe has obtain'd your eye, 
Will have your tongue too. This is a créature, 
Would fhe begin a fecl:, might quench the zeal 
Of ail profeflbrs elfe, màke profelytes 
Of who fhe but bid follow. 

Paul. How ? not women ? 

Gent. Women will love her, that fhe is a womai 
More worth than any man j men, that fhe is 
The rareft of ail women . 

Léo. Go, Clomenes ; 
Yourfelf (aiflifted with your honour'd friends) 
* Grave for efitaph* 
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Bring them to our embracement. Still 'tis ftrange 
He thus fhould fteal upon us. [Exit. Cleo. 

Paul, Had our Prince 
(Jewel of children) feen this hour, he had pair'd 
Well with this Lord ; there was not full a raonth 
Between their births. 

Léo. Pr'ythee, no more ; ceafe ; thou know'ft, 
He dies to me again, when talk'd of : fure, 
When I {hall fee this gentleman, thy fpeeches 
Will bring me to confider that which may 
Unfurnim me of reafon. They are corne, 

S -C E N E III. 

Enter Florizeî, Perdita, Cleomenes, and others. 

Your mother was raoft true to wedlock, Prince, 
For me did print your royal father off 
Conceiving you. Were I but twenty-one, 
Your father's image is fo hit in you, 
His very air, that I fliould call you brother, 
As I did him, and fpeak of fomething wildly 
By us perforai 'd before. Moft dearly welcome, 
As your fair Princefs, goddefs ! — Oh ! alas ! 
I loft a couple, that 'twixt heav'n and earth 
Might thus have ftood begetting wonder, as 
You gracious couple do ; and then I loft 
(Ail mine own folly !) the fociety, 
Amity too of your brave father, whom 
(Tho' bearing mifery) I dehre my life 
Once more to look on. 

Flo. Sir, by his command 
Have I here touch'd Sicilia, and from him 
Give you ail greetings that a King (at friend) 
Can fend his brother ; and but infirmity, 
Which waits upon worn times, hath fomething feiz'd 
His wiAVd ability, he had4iimfelf 
The lands and waters 'twixt your throne and his 
Meafur'd, to look upon you ; whom he loves, 
He bade me fay fo, more than ail the feeptres, 
And thofe that bear them living. 

Léo. Oh, my brother] 
Good gentleman, the wrongs I have done thee ftir 
A a 2 
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Afrem within me ; and thefe thy offices, 
So rarely kind, are as interpreters 
Of my bdiind-hand flacknefs. Welcome hither, 
As is th' fpring to th* earth. And hath he too 
Expos'd this paragon to th' fearful ufage 
(At lealt, ungcntle) of the dreadful Neptune, 
To greet a man not worth her pains, much lefï 
Th* adventure of her perfon ? 

Flo. Good my Lord, 
She came from Libya. 

Léo. Where the warlike'Smalus, 
That noble honour'd Lord, is fear'd.and lov'd? 

Flo-, Moft royal Sir, 
From thence ; from him, whofe daughter 
His tears proclaim'd his parting with her ; thence 
(A profperous fouth-wind friendly) we have crofs'd, 
To exécute the charge my father gave me, 
For vifiting your Highnefs ; my beft train 
I have from your Sicilian more difmifs'd, 
Who for Bithynia bend, to fignify 
Not only my fucccfs in Libya, Sir, 
But my arrivai, and my wi'fe's, in fafety 
Here where we are. 

Léo. The blefTed gods 
"Purge ail infection from our air, whilft you 
Do climate here ! You have a holy father, 
A graceful gentleman, againfl whofe perfon, 
So facred as it is, I have done fin ; 
For which the heavens, taking angry note, 
Have left me ifluelefs ; and your fàther's biefs 'd, 
As he from heaven merits it, with you, 
Worthy his goodnefs. Wbat might I have been, 
Might I a fon and daughter now have look'd on, 
Such goodly things as you ! 

SCENE IV. Enter a Lord. 

Lord. Moft Noble Sir, 
That which I (hall report, will bear no crédit, 
Were not the proof fo high, Pleafe you, great Sir, 
Bithynia greets you from himfelf, by me j 
Defîres you to attach his fon, who haï 
His dîgnity and duty both caft off, 
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Fled from his father, from his hopes, and with 
A fhepherd's daughter. 

Léo. Where 's Bithynia ? fpeak. 

Lord. Here in your city. I now came from hira* 
I fpeak amazedly, and it become9 
My marvel, and my meïfage : to your court 
Whilft he was haft'ning, in the chace, it feems, 
Of this fair couple, meets he on the way 
The father of this feeming lady, and 
Her brother, having both their country quitted 
"With this young Prince. 

Flo. Camillo has betray'd me ; 
Whofe honour and whofe honefty till now 
Endur'd ail weathers. 

Lord. Lay 't fo to his charge ; 
He 's with the King your father. 

Léo. Who ? Camillo ? 

Lord. Camillo, Sir, I fpake with him ; who now 
Has thefe poor men in queftion. Never faw I 
Wretches fo quake ; they kneel, they kifs the earth, 
Forfwear themfelves as often as they fpeak. 
Bithynia ftops his ears, and threatens them 
With divers deaths in death. 

Per. Oh, my poor father ! 
The heav'n fets fpies upon us, will not have 
Our contrat celebrated. 

Léo. Y ou are marry'd ? 

Flo. We are not, Sir, nor are we Iike to be» 
The ftars, I fee, will kifs the valleys firft; 
Xhe odds for high and low's alike. 

Léo. My Lord, 
Is this the daughter of a King ? 

Flo. Sheis, 
When once (he is my wife. 

Léo. That once, I fee, by your good father's fpeed, 
Will corne on very flowly. I ara forry 
(Moft forry) you have broken from his liking; 
Where you were ty'd in duty ; and as forry, 
Your choice is not fo rich in birth as beauty, 
That you might well enjoy her. 

Flo. Dear, look up ; 
Though Fortune, vifible an enemy, 
A a $ 
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Should chafe us, with my father ; power no jot 
Hath (he to change our loves. 'Befeech you, Sir, 
Remember, fince you ow'd no more to time 
Than I do now ; with thought of fuch affectons, 
Step forth mine advocate ; at your requeft, 
My father will grant precious things, as trifles. 

Léo, Would hç do fo, l 'd beg your precious miftrefs, 
Which he counts but a trille. 

Paul. Sir, my Liège, 
Your eye hath too much youth in 't ; not a month 
'Fore your Queen dy'd, me was more worth fuch gaze* 
Than what you look on now. 

Léo. I thought of her, 
Even in thefe looks I made. — But your pétition 

[To Florizel. 

Is yet unanfwer'd ; I will to your father ; 

Your honour not o'erthrown by your defires, 

l 'ra friend to them and you ; upon which errand 

1 now go toward him, the refore follow me, 

And mark what way I make : corne, good my Lord. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE V. Near the court in Sicilia. 

Enter Autolicus and a Gentleman, 

Aut. 'Befeech you, Sir, were you prefent at this re- 
lation ? 

i Gènt. I was by at the opening of the farthel, heard 
the old mepherd deliver the manner how he found it; 
•whereupon, after a little amazednefs, we were alf coro- 
ananded out of the chamber : only this, methought, I 
heard the fhepherd fay, he found the child. 

Jut. I would moft gladly know the ifiue of jt. 

i Cent. I make a broken delivery of the bufinefs; 
i>ut the changes I perceived in the King and Camillo, 
were very notes of admiration ; they feem'd almoft, 
with ftaring on one another, to tear the cafés bf their 
cyes. There was fpeech in their dumbnefs, language 
in their very gefture ; they look'd as they had heard 
of a woild ranfom'd, or one deftroy*d ; a notable paf 
£on of wonder appear'd in them ; but the wifeft be 
holdcr, that kaew ûo more but feeing, cou!4 uQt fay if 
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th* importance were joy or forrow ; but in the extremity 
of the one it muft needs be. 

Enter another Gentleman, 

Here cornes a gentleman that haply knows more. The 
news, Rogero ? 

2 Gent. Nothing but bonfîres : the oracle is fulfilPd; 
the King's daughter is found ; fuch a deal of wonder is 
broken out within this hour, that ballad-makers cannot 
be able to exprefs it. 

Enter another Gentleman. 

Here cornes the Lady Paulina's fteward, he can délirer 
you more. How goes it now, Sir ? this news, which 
is calPd true, is fo like an old taie, that the verity of it 
is in ftrong fufpicion. Has the King found his heir ? 

3 Gent. Moft true, if ever truth were pregnant by 
circumftance. That which you hear, you '11 fwear you 
fee, there is fuch unity in the proofs. . The mande of 

Queen Hermione her jewel about the neck of it- 

the lettersof Antigonus found with it, which theyknow 

to be his character, -the majefty of the créature, in 

refemblence of the mother, the affe&ion of noble- 
nefs, which nature fhews above her breeding, and 

many other évidences proclaim her with ail certainty to 
be the King's daughter. Did you fee the meeting of 
the two Kings ? 

2 Gent. No. 

3 Gent. Then have you loft a fight, which was to bfe 
feen, cannot be fpoken of. There might you have be- 
held one joy crown another, fo and in fuch manner, 
that it feem'd, forrow wept to take leave of them, for 
their joy waded in tears.. There was cafting up of 
eyes, holding up of hands, with countenance of fuch 
diftraétion, that they were to be known by garment, 
not by favour. Our King being ready to leap out of 
himfelf, for joy of his found daughter ; as if that joy 
were now become a lofs, cries, Oh, thy mother, thy 
mother ! then afks Bithynia forgivenefs ; then embracet 
his fon-in-law; then again worries he his daughter, 
with clipping her. Now he thanks the old fhepherd, 

wbo ftands by, « like ^ weatker-bsatçn, co&duit of xaaay 
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" Kings* reigns." I never heard of fuch another en- 
counter, which lames report to follow it, and undoes 
defcription to do it. 

2 Gent. What, pray you, became of Antigonu», that 
carry'd hence the child ? 

3 Gent. Like an old taie ftill, which will havemat- 
ters to rehearfe, tho' crédit be afleep, and not an ear 
open ; he was torn to pièces with a bear : this avouches 
the (hepherd's fon, who has not only his innocence, 
which feems much to <juftify him, but a handkerchief 
and rings of his, that Paulina knows. 

1 Gent. What became of his bark and his fol- 
lowers ? 

2 Gent. Wreck'd the famé inftant of their mafter's 
death, and in the view of the (hepherd ; fo that ail 
the inftruments which aided to expofe the child, were 
éven then loft, when it was found. But, ôh, the noble 
combat, that 'twixt joy andforrow was foughtin Pau- 
lina \ She had one eye declin'd for the lofs of her ^hui- 
band, another elevated that the oracle was fulfilld. 
She lifted the Princefs from thé earth, and fo locks her 
in embracing, as if Ihe would pin her to her heart, that 
Aie might no more be in danger of lofmg. 

i Gent. The dignity of this a& was worth the au 
dience of Kings and Princes; for by fuch was h 

^^Gent. One of the prettieft touches of ail, and that 
which angled for mine eyes, was, when at the relation 
of the Queen's death, with the manner how (he came 
to it braVely confefs'd and kmented by the King, how 
attentivenefs wounded his daughter; till, from one figft 
oMolour to another, me did, with an Alas ! I would 
fain fay, bleed tears; for I am fure my heart wept 
blood Who was moft marble, there changed colour ; 
fome fwooned, ail forrowed ; if ail the world could 
have feen't, the woe had been univerfal. 

i Gent. Are they return'd to the court ? ^ 
s Génf No. The Princefs hearing of her mother s 
ftatue, which is in the keeping of Paulina; a pièce 
many years in doîng, and now newly perform d by that 
rare Italian mafter Julio Romano; who, had he himlelt 
ttemity, and could put breath intg hi* work, would fe- 
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guile Nature of her euftom, fo perfectly he is her ape ; 
he fo near to Hermione hath done Hermione, that they 
fay, one would fpeak to her, and ftand in hope of an- 
fwer : thither with ail greedinefs of affection are they 
gone, andthere they intend to fup. 

2 Gent. I thought (he had fome great matter there in 
hand; for fhe hath privately twice or thrice a-day, ever 
fince the death of Hermione, vifited that removed 
houfe. Shall we thither, and with our company pièce 
the rejoicing ? 

i Cent. Who would be thence, that has the benefit 
of accefs ? every wink of an eye, fome new grâce will 
be born : our abfence makes us unthrifty to our know- 
ledge. Let's along. {Exeunt. 

Aut. Now, had I not the dafti of my former life in 
me, would preferment drop on my head. I brought 
the old man and his fon aboard the Prince ; told him, 
I heard them talk of a farthel, and I know not what : 
but he at that time, overfond of the fhepherd'* 
daughter, (fo he then took her to be), who began to 
be much fea-fick, and himfelf little better, extremity 
of weather continuing, this myftery remained undif- 
covered. But 'tis ail one to me ; for had I been the 
finder out of this fecret, it would not have reliûYd 
among my other diferedits. 

SCENE VI. Enter S hep her d and Clown. 

Hère come thofe I have done good to againft my 
will, and already appearing in the blofToms of their 
fortune. 

Shep. Come, boy, I am pair, more children ; but thy 
fons and daughters will be ail gentlemen born. 

Ch. " You are well met, Sir. You denied to fight 
" with me this other day, becaufe I was no gentleman 
" born : fee you thefe cloaths ? fay, you fee them no:, 
u and think me ftill no gentleman born. You were 
" beft fay, thefe robes are not gentleman born. * Give 
" me the lye ; do, and try whether I am not now a 
" gentleman born. 

y/ut. I know you are now, Sir, a gentleman born. 

Ch. Ay, and have been fo any time thefe fou* 
hours. 
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Skep. And fo have I, boy. 

Ch. So y ou have : but I was a gentleman born be- 
fore my father; for theKing's fon took me by thehand, 
and calPd me brother ; and then the two Kings call'd 
my father brother ; and then the Prince ray brother, and 
the Princefs my fifter, calPd my father, father, and fo 
we wept ; " and there was the firft gentleman-like tears 
'* that ever we fhed. 

S hep. We may live, fon, to fhed many more. 

Clo* Ay, or elfe 'twere hard luck, bèing in fo pre- 
pofterous eflate as we are. 

Aut. I humbly befeech you, Sir, to pardon me ail the 
faults I have committed to your Worfhip, and to give me 
your good report to the Prince, my mafter. 

Skep. Pr'ythee, fon, do; for we muft be gentle, noM 
We are gentlemen. 

Ch. Thou wilt amend thy life ? 

Aut. Ay, an it like your good Worfhip. 

CIo. Give me thy hand; I will fwear to the Prince; 
thou art as honeft a true fellow, as any is in Bithynia. 

Skep. You may fay it, but not fwear it. 

C/o. Not fwear it, now I am a gentleman ? let boo« 
smd franklins fay it, I '11 fwçar it, 

Skep, How if it be falfe, fon ? 

C/o. If it be ne'er -fo falfe, a true gentleman may 
fwear it in the behalf of his friend : and 1 41 fwear to the 
Prince, thou art a tall fellow of thy hands, and that 
thou wilt not be drunk; but I know, thou art no tall 
fellow of thy hands, and that thou wilt be drunk ; but 
I '11 fwear it ; and I would thou would'ft be a tall fel- 
low of thy hands. 

Aut. I will prove fo, Sir, to my power. 

Ch. Ay, by any means prove a tall fellow; if I do 
not wonder how thou dar'ft venture to be drunk, not 
being a tall fellow, truft me not. Hark, the Kings and 
the Princes, our kindred, are going to fee the Queen'i 
piciure. Corne, follow us : we'U be thy good raafters. 
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SCENE VII. . Changes to Paulina^ houfe. 

Enter Léon tes, Polixenes*, Florizel, Perdita, Camillo, 
Paulina, Lords and Attendants. 

Léo. O grave and good Paulina, the great comfort 
That I have had of thee ! 

Paul. What, fovereign Sir, 
I did not well, I meant well ; ail my fervices 
You have paid home. But that you have vouchfaf 'd, 
With your crown'd brother, and thefe your contra&ed 
Heirs of your kingdoms, my poor houfe to vifit j 
It is a furplus of your grâce, which never 
My life may laft to anfwer. 

Léo. O Paulina, 
We honour you with trouble ; but we came 
To fee the ftatue of our Queen. Your gallery 
Have we pafs'd through, not without much content, 
In many fingularities ; but we faw not 
That which my daughter came to look upon, 
The ftatue of her mother. 

Paul. As me liv'd peerlefs, 
So her dead likenefs, I do well believe, 
Excels whatever yet you look'd upon, 
Or hand of man hath done ; therefore I keep it 
Lovely apart. But here it is ; prépare 
To fee the life as lively mock'd, as ever 
Still fleep mock'd death ; behold, and fay, 'tis well. 

[Paulina draivs a curtain, and difc&vers 
Hermione Jlanding like a Jlatue. 
I like your filence, it the more (hews off 
Your wonder ; but yet fpeak, firft you, my Liège, 
Cornes it not fomething near \ 

Léo. Her natural pofture ! . 
Chide me, dear ftone, that 1 may fay, indeed, 
Thou art Hermione ; or rather, thou art fhe, 
In thy not chiding ; for fhe was as tender 
As infancy and grâce. But yet, Paulina, 
Hermione was not fo much wrinkled, nothing 
So aged as this feems. 

PoL Oh, not by much. ' \ ' 

Paul. So much the more our carver's excellence/ 
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Which Iets go by fome fîxteen years ; and makes kr 
As (he liv'd now. 

Léo. As now ihe might have done, 
So much to my good comfort, as it is 
Now piercing to my foui. Oh thus me ftood ; 
Even with fuch life of Majefty, (warm life; 
As now itxoldly ftands), when firft I woo'd hef. 
I am afham'd ; do's not the ftone rebuke me, 
For being more ftone than it ? Oh, royal pièce l 
There's magie in thy Majefty, which h as 
My evils conjur'd to remembrance ; and 
From my admiring daughter took the fpirits, 
Standing like ftone with thee. 

Per. And give me leave, 
And do not fay 'tis fuperftition, tliat 

I kneel, and then implore her bleffing.- Lady, 

Dear Queen, that ended when I but began, 
Give me that hand of yours to kifs. 

Paul. O, patience ; 

The ftatue is but newly fix'd ; the colour's " 
Not dry. 

Cam. My Lord, your forrow was too fore laid on, 
Which fixteen winters cannot blow away, 
So many fummers dry : fearce any joy 
Did ever fo long live ; no forrow, 
But kill'd itfelf much fooner. 

PoL Dear my brother, 
Let him that was the caufe of this, have powex 
To take off fo much grief from you, as he 
Will pièce up in himfelf. 

Paul. Indeed, my Lord, 
If I had thought the fight of my poor image 
Would thus have wrought you, (for the ftone is mine), 
l 'd not have fhew'd it. 

Léo. Do not draw the curtain. 

Paul. No longer (hall you gaze on't, left your fancy 
May think anon it move. 

Léo. Let be, let be ; 

Would I were dead, but that, methinks, already 

What was he that did make it ? fee, my Lord, 
Would you not deem it breath'd, and that thofe vein» 
Did verily bear blood ? 
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Pol. Mafterly dooe ! 
The very life feems warm upon her lip. 

Léo. The fîflure of her eye has motion in 't, 
As we were mock'd with art. 

Paul. I '11 draw the curtain. 
My Lord 's almoft fo far tranfported, that 
He '11 think anon it lives . 

Léo. O fweet Paulina, 
Make me to think fo twenty years together : 
No fettled fenfes of the world can match 
The pleafure of that madnefs. Let't alone. 

Paul. l 'm forry, Sir, I have thus far ftirr'd you j but 
I could affliét you further, ' 

Léo. Do, Paulina; 
For this affliction has a tafte as fweet 
As any cordial comfort. Still methinks 
There is an air cornes from her. What fine chizzel 
Could ever yet eut breath ! Lét no man mock me, 
For I will kifs her. 

Paul. Good my Lord, forbear ; 
The ruddinefs upon her lip is wet ; 
You '11 mar it, if you kifs it ; flain your own 
With oily painting. Shall I draw the curtain ? 

Léo. No, not thefe twenty years. 

Per. So long could I 
Stand by a looker-on. 

Paul. Either forbear, 
Quit prefently the chapel, or refolve you 
For more amazement : if you can behoJd it, 
Pli make the ftatue move indeed ; defeend, 
And take you by the hand. But then you '11 think, 
Which I proteft againll, I am aflifted 
By wick^d powers. 

Léo . What you can make her do, 
I am content to look on ; what to fpeak, 
I am content to hear : for 'tis as eaîy 
To make her fpeak as move. 

Paul. It is requir'd, 
You do awake your faith ; then, ail ihnd ftlll i 
And thofe that think it is unlawful bufinefs 
I am about, let them départ. 

Léo. Proceed; 

Vol. III. B b 
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No foot (hall {tir. 

Paul. Mufic ; awake her : ftrike ; {Mufic. 
'Tis time, defcend ; be ftone no more ; approach, 
Strike ail that look upon with marvel. Corne, 
I '11 fill your grave up : ftir ; nay, come away : 
Bequeath to death your numbnefs ; for from him 
Dear life redeems you. You perceive Ihe ftirs ; 

[Hermione cornes down. 
Start not ; her aftions mail be holy, as, 
You hear, my fpell is lawful : do not fhun her, 
Until you fee her die again, for then 
You kill her double. Nay, prefent your hand : 
When ftie was young, you woo'd her ; now in âge, 
Is me become the fuitor. 

Léo. Oh, fhe'swarm! \Embracing her, 

If this be magie, let it be an art 
Lawful as eating. 

Pol. She embraces him. 

Cam. She hangs about his neck; 
If me pertain to Hfe, let her fpeak too. 

PoL Ay, and make it manifeft where (he has liv'd, 
Or how ftoFn from the dead. 

Paul'. That fhe is living, 
Were it but told you, fhould be hooted at 
Like an old taie ; but it appears fhe lives, 
Though yet fhe fpeak not. Mark a little while. 
Pleafe you to interpofe, fair Madam, kneel, 
And pray your mother's bleffing : turn, good Lady; 
Our Perdita is found. 

{Prefenting Pe'rdita, ivho kneels to Herm, 

Her. You gods, look down, 
Ancl from your facred vials pour your grâces 
Upon my daughter's head : tell me, mine own, 
Where haft thou been preferv'd ? where liv'd ? hovf 
Thy father's court ? for thou malt hear, that I, [fouixi 
Knowing by Paulina that the oracle 
Gave hope thou waft in being, have preferv'd 
Myfelf to fee the iffue. 

Paul. There 's time enough for that^ 
Left they defire, upon this puih, to trouble 
Your joys with like relation. Go together, 
You precious winners ail, your exultation 
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Partake to every one : te I, an old turtle, 

" "Will wing me to fome wither'd bough, and there 

« c My.mate, that 's never to be found again, 

«« Lament till I am loft. 

Léo, O peace, Paulina: 
Thou fhouldft a hufband take by my confent, 
As I by thine a wife. This is a match, 
And made between's by vows. Thou haft found mine 5 
But how, is to be queftion'd ; for I faw her, 
As I thought, dead; and have, in vain, faid many 
A prayer upon her grave. I '11 not feek far 
(For him, I partly know his mind) to find thee 
An honourable hufband. Come, Camillo, 
And take her by the hand ; whofe worth and honefty 
Is richly noted ; and here juftified 
By us, a pair of Kings. Let's from this place. 
What ? look upon my brother : both your pardons, 
That e'er I put between your holy looks [To Her» 
My ill fufpicion : this your fon-in-law, 

And fon unto the King whom heav'ns dire<5Hng, 

Is troth-plight to your daughter. Good Paulina, 
Lead us from hence, where we may leifurely 
Each one demand, and anfvver to his part 
Perform'd in this wide gap of time, fince firft 
We were diflever'd. Haftily kad away. 

[Exeunt omnes. 
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The Life and Death of 
KING JOHN*. 

♦ * ******* ******** 

DRAMATIS PERSON-E. 

Lewis, tbe Dauphin. 
Archdukcof Auflria. 
Cardinal Pandulpho, the Pope's 

Legate. 
Melun, a Frencb Lord. 
Chzù\\on % AmbaJfadorfromFrance 

to Ki>ig John. 
Eîinor, ^ue en-mother cfEngland. 
Confiance, mother to Arthur. 
Blanch, daughter to Aîpbonfo King 
of Cajiile, and nièce to K. Jobn. 
Lady Faulconbridge, mother to tht 
bajîard and Robert Faulcon- 
bridge. 

Citizens of Angiers, Heralds, Ex~ 
ecutioners, Mejfengers, Sol- 
. durs, and otber Attendant* , 

The S C E N E, fometimes in England t and fometimes in France» 

■' ' 

4. ^^^-^ + -fr & + h$> 4»* 4>.$$.4£. 4nfnfr ** * 

A C T I. S C E N E I. 

The court of England. 

Enter King John, Queen Elinor, Perabroke, Eflex, and 
Salifbury, nuit h Chatilion. 

K.Jobn.^L TOW, fay, Chatilion, what would 

j^J France with us ? 

-A. ^1 Chat. Thus, after greeting, fpeaks 

the King of France, 
In my behayiour, to the Majefty, 

* The trcubhfome reign of King John was written in two parts by 
W. Shakefpear and \V. Rowley, and printed 1 6i I . But the prefent 
jday is çotirely différent, and iafinitely fuperior to \t. Mr Pope. 



King Joh s. 

Prince Henry, fin to the King. 
Arthur, Duke of Bretagne, and 

nephew to tbe King. 
Pembroke,^\ 

Salirbury, y^EngtiJ}; Lords. 
Hubert, C 
Bigot, J 

Philip Faulconbridge, baftardfon 

to Bichard I. 
Robert Faulconbridge, fuppofed 

brother to the bajîard. 
James Gurney, fervant to the 

La'dy Faulconbridge. 
Peter of Pomfret, a prophet. 
Phiiip, Kini of France. 
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The borrow'd Majefty of England hère. 

Eli. A ftrange beginning ; borrow'd Majefty ! 

K. John. Silence* good mother ; hear the embafly. 

Chat. Philip of France, in right and true behaif 
Of thy deceafed brother GefFrey's fon, 
Arthur Plan'tagenet, lays lawful claim 
To this fair ifland and the territories ; 
To Ireland, Poicliers, Anjou, Touraine, Maine j 
Defiring thee to lay afide the fword, 
Which fways ufurpingly thefe feveral titles, 
And put the famé into young Arthur's hand, 
Thy nephew, and right-royal fovereign. 

K. John. What follows if we difallow of this ? 

Chat. The proud controul of fierce and bloody war, 
T' inforce thefe rights fo forcibly with-held. 

K. John. Here have we war for war, and blood for 
blood, 

Controulment for controulment ; fo anfwer France. 

Chat. Then take my King's défiance from my mouth, 
The fartheft limit of my embafTy. 

K. John. Bear mine to him, and fo départ in peace» 
Be thou as lightning in the eyes of France ; 
For ère thou canft report, 1 w.ill be there, 
The thunder of my cannon fhall be heard. 
So, hence ! be thou the trumpet of our wrath, 
And fullen prefage of y our own decay. 
An honourable conduft let him have ; 
Pembroke, look to 't ; farewel Chatilion. 

[Exeunt Chat, and Pern, 

EU. What now, my fon, have I not ever faid, 
How that ambitious Conftance would not ceafe, 
Till fhe had kindled France and ail the world, 
Upon the right and party of her fon ? 
This might have been prevented, and made whole 
With very eafy arguments of love ; 
Which now the manage of two kingdoms muft 
With fearful bloody ifTue arbitrate. 

K. John. Our ftrong pofTeflion, and our right for us— - 

Eli. Your ftrong pofTeflion much more than youx 
right, 

Or elfç it muft go wrong with you aad me ; 

B b 3 
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So rouch my confcîence whifpers in your ear, 
\Vhich none but heav'n, and you, and I (hall hear. 

EJfew My Liège, here is the ftrangeft controverfy 
Come'from the country to be judg'd by you, 
That e'er I heard : fhall I produce the men ? 

K, John. Let them approach. 
Our abbies and our priories fhall pay 
This expédition^ charge. What men are you ? 

SCENE II. 

Euter Robert Faulconbridge, and Philip h'ts brotber, tht 
bajlard. 

PhiL Your faithfuî fubjecl:, I, a gentleman, 
Born in Northamptonfhire, and eldeft fon, 
As I fuppofe, to Robert Faulconbridge^ 
A foldier, by the honour-giving hand 
©f Cœur-de-lion knighted in the field» 

K. John. What art thou ? 

Robert. The Ton and heir to that famé Faulconbridge» 
John. Is that the elder, and art thou the heir ? 
You came not of one mother, then, it fèems. 

Phi/. Moft certain of one mother, mighty King, 
That is well known ; and, as I think, one father : 
But, for the certain knowledge of thatiruth, 
î put you o'er to heav'n, and to my mother ; 
Of that I doubt, as ail mens' children may. 

Eli^ Qat on thee,. rude man ! thou doft fhame thf 
mother, 

And wound her honour with this diflidence. 

PhiL l y Madam ? no, I have no reafon for it^ 
That is my brother's plea, and none of mine ; 
The which if he can prove, he pops me out 
At learc from fair five hundred pound a-year. 
Heav'n giurd my mother's honour,. and my land ! 

K* John. A good blunt fellow •> why, being younger 
born, 

T?oth he lay claim to thine inheritance ? 

PhiL I know not why, except to get the land \. 
But once he ftander'd me witli baftardy : 
Butv/lxether I be true begot or no, 
That iHli I lay upon m^ moth&r's head % 
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But that I am as well begot, ray Lîege, 

(Fair fall thebones that took the pains for me !), 

Compare our faces, andbejudge yourfelf. 

If old Sir Robert did beget us both, 

And were our father, and this fon like him ; 

old Sir Robert, father, on my knee 

1 give heav'n thanks I was not like to thee. 

K. John. Why, what a mad-cap hath heav'n lent us 
h ère ? 

Eli. He hath a trick of Cœur-de-lion's face, 
The accent of his tongue affecteth hira : 
Do you not read fome tokens of my foa 
In the large compofition of this man ? 

K. John. Mine eye hath well examined his parts, 
And findsthem perfecl Richard. Sirrah, fpeak, 
What doth move you to claim your brother's land ? 

Phi/. Becaufe he hath a half-face like my father, 
With that half-face would he have ail my land ? 
A half-fac'd groat, five hundred pound a-year ! 

Rob. My gracious Liège, when that my father liv'd, 
Your brûther did employ my father much ? 

Phi/. Well, Sir, by this you cannot get my land* 
Your taie muft be, how he employ'd my mother. 

Rob. And once difpatch'd him in an embafly 
To Germany ; there with the Emperor * 
To treat of high affairs touching that time : 
Th' advantage of his abfence took the King, 
And in the mean time fojourn'd at my father's j 
Where, how he did prevail, I fhame to fpeak: 
But truth is truth ; large lengths of feas and fhorer 
Between my father and my mother lay, 
(As 1 have heard my father fpeak himfelf ), 
When this famé lufty gentleman was got. 
Upon hjs deathbed he by will bequeath'd 
His lands to me ; and took it on his deafh, 
That this, my mother's fon, was none of his \ 
And if he were, he came into the world 
Full fourteen weeks before the courfe of time. 
Then, good my Liège, let me have what is mine,, 
My father's land, as was my father's will. 

K, John. Sirrah, your brother is legit mate; 
Your father's wife did after wedlock bear him :. 
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And if (he did play falfe, the fault was her's ; 
Which fault lies on the hazard of ail hufbands 
That marry wives. Tell me, how if my brother, 
Who, as you fay, took pains to get this fon, 
Had of your father claim'd this fon for his ? 
. In footh, good friend, your father might have kept 
This calf, bred from his cow, from ail the world. 
In footh he might. Then, if he were my brother's, 
My brother might not claim him ; nor your father, 
Being none of his, refufe him. This concludes, 
My mother's fon did get your father's heir, 
Your father's heir muft have your father's land. 

Rob. Shall then my father's will be of no force 
To difpofTefs that child which is not his ? 

Phil. Of no more force to difpofTefs me, Sir, 
Than was his will to get me, as I think. 

Eli. Whether hadft thou rather be a Faulconbridge, 
And, like thy brother, to enjoy thy land ; 
Or the reputed fon of Cœur-de-lion, 
Lord of the prefence *, and no land befide ? 

Phil. Madam, and if my brother had my (hape, 
And I had his, Sir Robert his, like him ; 
And if my legs were two fuch riding rods, 
My arms fuch eel-flcins ftuff'd ; my face fo thin, 
That in mine ear I durft not ftick a rofe f, 
Left men ftiould fay, " Look, where three farthingJ 
goes || ! 

" And to his {hape were heir to ail this land j" 
'Would I might never ftir from off this place, 
l 'd giv£ it ev'ry foot to have this face. 

* i. e. Prince of the blood. 

•}■ The fticking rofes about them, was then ail the court-fafliiom 
|| ¥e mull obferve,to explain this alluGon, that O^Elifabcth was 
the fîrft, and indecd the only prince, who coined in England threc- 
half-pence and three-farthing pièces, She at one and the famé tirac 
coined fliillings, fix-pences, groats, three-pences, two-pences, three- 
halfpence, pence, three- farthings, and halfpcnce. And thefe pièces 
ail had her head, and were altcrnately with the rofe behi'nd, and 
without the rofe. The fhilling, groat, two-pence, peBny. and 
< halt-penny > had it not. The othèr intermediate coins, viz. the fix- 
pence, three-pence, thrçç-halfpence. and tJUree-&rthings l had 
rofe, Mr ^beohld. 



Digitized by G00gle 



Se. 2. King John. 297 

I would not be Sir Nobbe # in any cafe. 

Eli. I like thee well ; wilt thou forfake thy fortune, 
Bequeath thy land to him, and follow me ? 
lama foldier, and now bound to France. 

Phil. Brother, take y ou my land, I '11 take my chance ; 
Your face hath got five hundred pound a-year, 
Yet feli your -face for five pence, and 'tis dear. 
Madam, I'il follow you unto the death. 

Eli. Nay, I would have you go before me thither, 

Phil. Our country-manners give our betters way. 

K. John. What is thy name ? 

Phil. Philip, my Liège, fo is my name begun : 
Philip, good old Sir Robert's wife's eldeft fon. 

K. John. From henceforth bear his name, whofe 
form thou bear'ft. 
Kneel thou down Philip, but rifeup more great; 
Arife Sir Richard, and Plantagenet. 

Phil. Brother by th* mothcr's fide, give me your 
hand ; 

My father gave me honour, your's gave land. 
Now bleffed be the hour, by night or day, 
When I was got, Sir Robert was away ! 

Eli. The ver y fpirit of Plantagenet ! 
I am thy grandâm ; Richard, call me fo. 

Phil. Madam, by chance, but not by truth; what 
though ? 

Something about, a little from the right, 

In at the window, or elfe o'er the hatch. 
Who dares not ftir by day, rauft walk by night, 

And have his have, however men do catch : 
Near or far off, well won is ftill well mot ; 
And T am I, howe'er I was begot. 

K. John. Go, Faulconbridge, now haft thou thy de- 
fire; % 
A landlefs knight makes thee a landed 'fquire. 
Corne, Madam, and corne, Richard, wemuftfpeed 
For France, for France ; for it is more than need. • 

Phil. Brother, adieu ; good fortune come to thee, 
For thou was got i' th* way of honefty. 

[Exeunt ail but Philip. 

• A nick-name, in contempt, of Sir Rolcrt* 
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A foot of honour better than I was, 

But many a many foot of land the worfe ! 

Well, now can I make any Joan a lady. 

" Good-den, Sir Richard, — Godamercy, fellow ; 

*' And if his namebe George, l 'Il call him Peter; 

" For new-made honour doth forget mens names. 

" 'Tis too refpective and unfociable 

" For your converfîng. Now your traveller, 

" He and his tooth-pick at my Worfhip's mefs ; 

" And when my knightly ftomach is fuffic'd, 

" Why then I îuck my teeth, and catechife / 

" My piked * man of countries ; My dear Sir, 

" (Thus leaning on mine elbow, I begin), 

" I (hall befeech you, that is queftion now ; 

" And then cornes anfwer like an ABC-book. 
" O Sir, fays anfwer, at your beft command, 

" At your employment, at your fervice, Sir. - 

" No Sir, fays queftion, I, fweet Sir, at your's. — • 

" And fo ère anfwer knows what queftion would, 

" Serving in dialogue of compliment ; 

" And talking of the Alps and Apennines, 

'* The Pyrenean and the river Po ; 

4< It draws towards fupper in conclufîon, fo. 

" But this is worfliipful fociety, 

And fits the mounting fpirit like myfelf : 

For he is but a baftard to the time, 

That doth not fmack of obfervation ; 

[And fo am I, whether I fmack or no] ; f 

And not alone in habit and deyice, 

Exterior form, outward accoutrement ; 

But from the inward motion to deliver 

Sweet, fweet, fweet poifon for the age's tooth ; 

Which tho' I will not praclife to deceive, 

Yet, to avoid deceit, I mean to learn ; 

For it (hall ftrew the footfteps of my rifing. 

But who cornes in fuch hafte in riding-robes ? 

What woman-poft is this ? hath fhe no hufband, 

That will take pains to blow a horn before her ? 

* i e. formally bearded. 

t A uonfenfical Une of the players. 
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me ! it is my mother. Now, good Lady, 
What brings you here to court fo haftily ? 

SCENE IV. 
Enter Lady Faulconbridge, and James Gurney. 

Lady, Where is that flave, thy brother, where is he, 
That holds in chace mine honour up and down ? 

PhiL My brother Robert, old Sir Robert s fon, 
Colbrand the giant, that famé raighty man, 
Is it Sir Robert's fon that you feek fo ? 

Lady. Sir Robert's fon ; ay, thou unrev'rend boy, 
Sir Robert's fon : why fcorn'ft thou at Sir Robert ? 
He is Sir Robert's fon, and fo art thou. 

PhiL James Gurney, wilt thou give us leave a while ? 

Gur. Good leave, good Philip. 

PhiL Philip ! fpare me, James ; 

There's toys abroad; anon I '11 tell thee more. 

[Exit James. 

Madam, I was not old Sir Robert's fon ; 

Sir Robert might have eat his part in me 

Upon Good-Friday, and ne'er broke his faft. 

Sir Robert could do well ; marry, confefs ! 

Could he get me ? Sir Robert could not do it ; 

We knew his handy-work ; therefore, good mother, 

To whom am I beholden for thefe limbs ? 

Sir Robert never holpe to make this leg. 

Lady. Haft thou confpired with thy brother too, 
That, for thine own gain, fhould'ft défend mine honour ? 
What means this feorn, thou moft untoward knave ? 

Phil. Knight, knight, good mother Balilifco- 

like*. 

What ! I am dubb'd ; I have it on my flioulder. 
But, mother, I am not Sir Robert's fon ; 
I have difclaim'd Sir Robert, and my land ; 
Légitimation, name, and ail is gone. 

* The words allude to an expreflïon in an old foolifli pîay, theà 
the common butt of ridicule, called Stlïman and Perfcda. But the 
beauty of the paflàge confifts in his alluding, at the famé time, to 
his high original. His father, Richard I. was furnamed Cœur de lion ; 
and the Cor Lconis, a fixed ilar of the 6rft magnitude, in the fig» 
Léo, is called Bajîl[fco K Mr Warburton* 
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Then, good my mother, let me know my father ; 
Some proper man, I hope ; who was it, mother ? 

Lady. Haftthou deny'd thyfelf a Faulconbridge ? 

Phil. As faithfully as I deny the deviJ. 

Lady. King Richard Cœur-de-lion was thy father j 
By long and véhément fuit I was feduc'd 
To make room for him in my hulband's bed. 
Heav'n lay not my tranfgreffion to my charge ! 
Thou art the ifîue of my dear offence, 
Which was fo ftrongly urg'd paft my defence. 

Phil. Now, by this light, were I to get again, 
Madam, I would not wilh a better father. 
Some lins do bear their privilège on earth, 
And fo doth your's ; your fault was not your folly; 
Needs muft you lay your heart at his difpofe, 
Subje&ed tribute to commanding love ; 
Againft whofe fury, and unmatched force, 
The awlefs lion could not wage the fight ; 
Nor keep his princely heart from Richard's hands. 
He that perforée robs lions of their hearts, 
May eafily win a woman's. Ay, my mother, 
With ail my heart, I thank thee for my father. 
Who lives and dares but fay, thou didft not well 
When I was got, I '11 fend his foui to hell. 
Corne, Lady, I will fhew thee to my kin, 

And they lhail fay, when Richard me begot, 
If thou hadft faid him Nay, it had been fin ; 

Who fays it was, he lyes ; I fay 'twas not. \_Exeunt* 

A C T II. SCENE I. 

Before the iva/Is of Angiers in France. 

Enter Philip King of France* Lewis the Dauphin, the 
Archduke of AuJIria, Confiance, and Arthur. 

Lewis. I_)Efore Angiers well met, brave Auftria. 

t3 Arthur ! that great forerunner of thy blood, 
Richard, that robb'd the lion of his heart, 
And fought the holy wars in Paleftine, 
B y this brave Duke came early to lûs grave : 
And for amends to his pofterity, 
At our importance hither is lie come, 
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To fpread his colours, boy, in thy behalf; 

And to rebuke the ufurpation 

Of thy unnatural uncle, Englim John. 

Embrace him, love him, give him welcome hîther. 

Art A. God mail forgive you Cœur-de-lion's death § ' 
The rather that you give his offspring life ; 
Shadowing their right under your wings of war. 
î give you welcome with a pow'rlefs hand, 
But with a heart full of unftained love : 
Welcome before the gâtes of Angiers, Duke. 

Lewis. A noble boy ! who would not do thee right? 

AuJ}. Upon thy cheek lay I this zealous kifs, 
As féal to this indenture of my love ; 
That to my home I will no more return, 
Till Angiers and the right thou haft in France, 
Toge the r with that pale, that white-fac'd more, 
Whofe foot fpurns back the océan 's roaring tides> 
And coops from other lands lier iflanders ; 
Ev'n till that England, hedg'd in wkh the main, 
That water-walled bulwark, ftill fecure 
And confident from foreign purpofes, 
Ev'n till that outmoft corner of the weft, 
Salute thee for her King. Till then, fair boy, 
"Will I not think of Tiome, but follow arms. 

Conjî. O, take his mother's thanks, a widow's thanks^ 
Till your ftrong hand (hall help to give him ftrength, 
Tp make a more requital to jour love. . 

AuJ}. The peace of Heav'n is *heirs who lift theîr 
In fuch a juft and charitable w<ir. [fwordg 

K. Pkil. Well then, to work; our engines mail bc 
Againft the brows of this refifling town j £ben£ 
Call for our chiefeft raen of difeipline, 
To eu 11 the plots of beft advantages. 
We '11 lay before this town our royal bones, 
Wadc to the market-place in Ffenchmens' blood, 
But we will maké it fubject to this boy. 

Conjî. Stay -for an anfwer to your embafly, 
Left unadvis'd you flain your fwords wjth blood, 
M y Lord Chatilion may from England bring 
That right in peace, which here we urge in war 5 
And then we (hall repent each drop of blood 
"That hot ra(h hafte fo indireclly ftieoU 

Vol. III. C 4; 
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Enter Chatilion. 

À". Pkil. A wonder, Lady ! lo, upon thy wifli 
Our meiTenger Chatilion is arrivM. 
*What England fays, fay briefly, gcntle Lord ; 
We coldly paufe for thce. Chatilion, fpeak. 

Chat. Then turn your forces from this paultry fiege, 
And ftir them up againft a mightier taflc. 
England, impatient of your juft demands, 
Hath put himfelf in arms ; the adverfe winds, 
Whofe leifure I have ftaid, have giv'n him tirae 
To land hïs légions ail as foon as I. 
His marches are expédient to this town, 
His forces ftrong, his foldiers confident. 
With him aîong is corne the mother Queen ; 
An Até, ftirring him to blood and ftrife. 
With lier, her nièce, the Lady Blanch of Spain; 
With them a baftard of the King deceas'd, 
And ail th' unfettled humours of the fand ; 
Ilafh, inconfid'rate, fiery voluntaries, 
With ladies' faces, and fierce dragons' fpleens, 
Have fold their fortunes at their native homes, 
Bearing their birthrights proudly on their backs, 
To make a hazard of new fortunes here. 
ïn bricf, a braver choice of dauntlefs fpirits, 
Than now the Englifh bottoms have waft o'er, 
Did never float upon the fwelling tide, 
To do olFence and fcathe in Chriftendom. 
T'ie interruption of their churlilh drums [Drumsteal. 
C«its ofF more circumftance ; they are at hand. 
To parly, or to fight, therefore prépare. 

K. Pkil. How much unlook'd for is this expédition! 

Aufi. By how much unexpe&ed, by fo much 
We muft awake endeavour for dèfence;. 
For courage mounteth with occafion : 
ï.et them be welcome then, we are prepar'd. 
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SCENE II. 

Enter Kbig of England, Faulconbridge, Elinor, Blanch, 
Pembroke, and otksrs, 

K, John, Peace be to France, if France in peace per- 
Our juft and lineal entrance to our own : [mit 
If not, bieed France, and peace afeend to heav'n ! 
Whiifl we, God's wrathful agent, do correct 
Their proud contempt that beats his peace to heav'n. 

K. PhlL Peace be to England, if that vvar return 
From France to Engtand, there to live in peace ! 
England we love; and for that England s iake, 
With burthen of our armour here we fweat ; 
This toil of ours fhould be a work of thine. 
But thou from loving England art fo far, 
That thou hait underwrought its lawful King j 
Cut off the fequence of pofterity ; 
Out-faced infant ftate ; and done a rape 
Upon the maiden virtue of the crown. 
Look here upon thy brother Geffrey's face. 
Thefe eyes, thefe brows, were moulded out of his* 
This little abftracT: doth contain that large 
Which dy'd in Geffrey ; and the hand of Time 
Shall draw this brief into as large a volume. 
That GefFrey was thy elder brother born, 
And this his.fon ; England was Geffrey's right, 
And this is Geffrey's; in the name of God, 
How cornes it then that thou art call'd a King, 
When living blood doth in thefe temples beat, 
Which own the crown that thou o'ermaftereft ? 

K. John, From whom haft thou this great commiflîon, 
To draw my anfwer to thy articles ? [France, 
K, Pbil. From that fupernal judge, that ffirs good 
In any breaft of ftrong authority, [thoughts 
To look into the blots and ftains of right. 
That judge hath made me guardian to this boy; 
Under whofe warrant I impeach thy wrong, 
And by whofe help I mean to chaftife it *. 

• chaftife it. 

K. John. Alack, thou dort ufbrp authority. 
11. Pbil, Excufc it, r tis to beat ufurping dowa* 
C C 2 
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King John, thîs is the very fum of ail ; 
England, and Ireland, Anjou, Touraine, Maine, 
In right of Arthur I do daim of thce : 
Wilt thou refign them, and lay dovvn thy arms ? 

K. John. My life âs foon. — I do defy thee, France. 
Arthur of Bretagne, yield thce to my hand ; 
And out of my dear love 1*11 give thee more, 
Than e'er the coward-hand of France can win 

ETx. Who is 't that thou dofl call ufurper, France ? 

Confl. Let me make anfwer : thy ufurping for.. — — 

EH. Out, infolent î thy baftard (hall be King, 
That thou may'it bc a Queen, and check the world! 

Confl. My bed was ever to thy fon as truc ! 
As thine was to thy hufband ; and this boy, 
X.iker in feature to his father GefTrey, 
Than thou and John, in manners being as likc 
As rain to water, or devil to his dam. 
My boy a baftard ! by m y foui, I think 
His father never was fo true begot ; 
It cannot be, an if thou wert his mother. 

Eli. There 's a good mother, boy, that blots thy father. 

Confl, There 's a good grandam, boy, that wonld blot thce* 

Aufl. Pcace 

jFWf . Hear the crier. 

Aaft. What the devil art thou ? 

Faulc. One that will play the devil, Sir, with you,. 
An a* may catch your hide and you alone. 
You arc the hare, of whom the proverb goes, 
"Whofe valour plucks dead lions by the bcard ; 
I '11 finoak your fkin-coat, an I catch you right; 
Sirrah, lookto't; i'faith, I will, L'fatfh. 

Blancb. O, well did he become that lion 's robe, 
That diddifrobe the lion of that robe. 

Faulc. It lies as fightly on the back of htm, 
As great Alddes»' (hews upon an afs; 
Bvt r afs, l 'Il take that burthen from your back, 
Or lay on that (hall make your (houlders crack. 

Aufl. What cracker is this famé, that deafs our ear» 
"With thîs abundanee of fuperfluous breath ? , 
King Philip, détermine what we (hall do ftrart. 
* K. Phil. Wbmen and fools, break ofF your conférence 

Xing John, &c. 

• , _ of France can win. 
Submit thee, boy. 

Eli. Corne to thy grandam, child. 

Confl. Do, child, go to it grandam, child. 
Cive grandam. kingdom, and it grandam wUI 
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K. Phil. Some trumpet fummon hither to the wall» 
Thefe men of Angiers ; let us hear them fpeak, 
Whofe title they admit, Arthur 's or John's. 

\Trumpet founds, 

SCENE III. Enter a Citizen upon the walhi 

Cit. Who is it that hath wam'd us to the walls i 
AT. Phil. 'Tis France, for England. 

Give it a plum, a cherry, and a fig. 
There 's a good grandam. 

Arth. Good my mother, peace ; 
I would that I were low laid in my grave ; 
I am not worth this coil that 's made for me. 

Eli His mother lhames him fo, poor boy, he weejfc. 

Conji. Now fhanie upon you, whe'r Aie does or noi 
His grandam 's wrong, and not his mother's fhames, 
Draws thofe heav'n-moving pearls fpom his poor eyes, 
Which heav'n (hall take in nature of a fee : 
Ay, with thefe cryftaj beads heav/n Biall be brib'd, 
To do him juftice, and seyengç on, you. 

Eli. Thou monltrous flmdererof héav'n and earth f 

Confl, Thou monftrous injurer of heav'n and eâftht 
Cail me noflandererj chou and thine iifurp 
The domination, royalties/ and rights 
Of thU opprelled boy ; ; this is thy tldeft fonVibny 
Infortunate in nothing j>ut,in thee,; 
Thy fins are vifitcd in trnVpc^or child ; 
The canon of the law is laid' on hïrh ; ^* 
Being but the fécond génération ' 
Removed from thy ûn-cooeerving womb. 

K. John. Bedlam, have donc* 

Conjl* I have but this, to fay, 
That lie is not only plagued fbf her fin. 
But God hath made her fin and her the plagne" 
On this remo v ed ifïûe, ^îaguM for her, ^ • ' 
And vvith her plague her, fm:> h&injury,, ; ( i l 
Her injury r the bcadle to-her, §u r r y : > /, . , ! . 
Ali puniih'd in the perfon, this child,, . 
And ail for her ; a plaque, upot\' her !^ 1 ' . * , 

Eli. Thou unadvifèd £old, I can produce ( 
A will that bars ihe tifle of thy fonv ' 

Conf.. uhodowfct^th*ti a^fea.i»^e^wnif ; 
A woman's will, a çanker'dt-granïa^fs yjiH. ' f r 

K. Phil. Peace, Lady^ be u'orc t^trat^ 

lt ill befeems this prefence to, cry 
Toth-fc ill-tutied t$ei\ùM&P W.-. ^î-ir . 
5i.nie trumpet^ &ç, 

C c 3 * 
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K. John. England for itfelf ; 
You men of Angiers and my lov'ng fubjects 

K. Phil. You loving men of Angiers, Arthur's ftfb- 
jecls, 

Our trumpet call'd you to this gentle parle 

K. John. For our advantage ; thereforç hear us tkftr 
Thefe flags of France, that are advanced here 
Before the eye and profpeft of your town, 
Have hither march'd to your endamagement. 
The cannons have their bowels full of wrath; 
And ready mounted are they to fpit forth 
Their iron indignation 'gainft your walls : 
Ail préparations for a bloody fiege 
A.nd mercilefs proceeding, by thefe French, 
Confront your cities eyes, your winking * gâtes ; 
And, but for our approach, thofe fleeping ftones* 
That as a wafte do girdje you about, 
By the compulfîon of their ordinance 
By this time from their fi xed beds of lime 
Had been difhabited, arid wide havock made 
For bloody power to rufh upon your peace. 
But on the fight of us your iawful King, 
{Who painfully with much expédient mardi, 
Have brought a cotmter-check before your gatesv 
To fave unfcratch'd your city*s threar/ned chetks), 
Behold, the French, amaz'd, vouchfafe a parle j 
And now, inftead of bullets wrapt in fire, 
To make a fliaking fever in your walls, 
They fhoot but calm words folded up in fmoak, 
To make a faithlefs error in your ears ; 
Which truft accordingly, kind citizens - T 
And let in us, your King, whofe labour'd fpirits, 
Fore-weary'd in this action of fwift fpeed, 
Crave harbourage within j^our city-warls. 

K. Phit. When I have faid, make anfwer to us botfc 
X.o ! in this right hand, whofe protection 
Is moft divmely vow'd upon the right 
Of him ît holds, ftands young Plantagenetj 
Son to the elder brother of this man, 
And Kîng o*èf him, and ail that he enjoys» 
por this do;vn-trodden equity, we tread 
* W'mkhg, a mctaphor for balf-o$en* 
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In warlike march thefe greens before your town : 

Being no further enemy to you, 

Than the conftraint of hofpitable zeal, 

In thç relief of this opprefled child, 

Religioufly provokes. Be pleafed then 

To pay that duty, which you truly owe 

To him that owns it ; namely, this young prince* 

And then our arms, like to a muzzled bear, 

Save in afpect, hath ail ofFence feal'd up : 

Our cannons* malice vainly mail be fpent 

Againft th' invulnérable clouds of heav'n; 

And with a bleffed and unvex'd retire, 

With unhack'd fwords, and helmets ail unbruis'd, 

We will bear home that lufty blood again, 

Which hère we came to fpout againft your town ; 

And leave your children, wives, and you in peacc 

But if you fondly pafs our proffer'd offer,. 

'Tis not the rounder * of your old-fac'd wallt 

Can hide you from our meffenger9 of war; 

Tho' ail thefe Englifli, and their difeipline, 

Were harbour'd in their rude eircumference.. 

Then tell us, fhall your city call us Lord, 

In that behalf which we have challeng'd k l 

Or fhall we give the fignal to our rage, 

And ftalk in blood to our poflelEon ? 

Cit. In brief, we are the King of England's fubjects j 
For him, and in his right, we hold this town. 

K. John. Acknowledge then the King r and let me in. 

Cit. That can we not ; bût he that proves the King, 
To him will we prove loyal \. till that time, 
Have we ramm r d up our gâtes againft the world. 

K. John. Doth not the crown of £n gland prove the 
l King? 
And if not that, I bring you witne/Tesy 
Twice fifteen thoufand hearts of England's breed 

Faute. (Baftards, and eMè). 

K. John. To verify our title with their lives. 

K. Phil. As many> and as well-born bloods as 
thofe 

Taule (Some baftards too). 

K. Phil. Stand in his face to coatradict hi$ çlai», 
• u c, circk, 
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Cit. Tïll you corapound whofe right îs worthieft, 
We for the worthieft hold the right from both. 

K. John. Then God forgive the lin of ail thofc 
fouis, 

That to their everlafting refidence,. 
Before the dew of evening fall, ihall fleet, 
In dreadful trial of our kingdom's King ! 

K. Pbil. Amen, amen. Mount, Chevaliers, to 

arms ! 

Faulc. Saint George that fwing'd the dragon, and 
e'er fin ce 

Sits on his horfeback at mine hoftefs' door, 
Teach us fome fence. Sirrah, were I at home 
At your den, firrah, with your lionefs, 
l 'd fet an ox-head to your lion's hide *, 

And make a monfter of you. [To Auftria* 

Aujî, Peace, no more. 

Faulç. O s tremble ; for you hear the lion roar. 
K. John. Up higher to the plain, where we'll fet 
forth 

In beft appointment ail our régiments . 

Faulc. Speed then to take th'advantage of^the field, 
K. PhiL It fhall be fo ; and at the other hill 

Command the reft to ftand. God, and our right ! 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE IV. 

A long charge founded : then, a/ter excurjtonst enter 
the Herald of France 'with trumpets to the gâtes. 

F. Her. You men of Angiers, open wide your gâtes, 
And let young Arthur Duke of Bretagne in ; 
Who by the hand of France ihis day hath made 
Much work for teais in many an Englifh mother r 
Whofe fons lie fcatter'd on the bleeding ground * f 
And many a widow's hufband groveling lies» 
Coldly embracing the difcolour'd earth * 
. While viclory with little lofs doth play 
Upon the dancing banners of the Frençh ; 
Wlio are at hand triumphantly difplay'H, 

* Th« Archduke worc a honh hide which had bclongc4 & 
Richard Cœur-de-Iioa, 
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To enter conquerors ; aud to proclaim 

Arthur of Bretagne, England's King, and y ours. 

Enter Englifo Herald <witk trumpets. 

E. Her+ Rejoice, you men of Angiers, ring you* 
bells; 

King John, your King and England's, doth approach, 

Commander of this hot malicious day» 

Their armonrs, that march'd hence io filver-bright» 

Hither return ail gilt in Frenchmens' blood. 

Tbere ftuck no plume in any Englifh creft > 

That is removed by a ftaflF of France. 

Our colours do return in thofe famé hands, 

That did difplay them when we firft march'd forth ; 

And, like a jolly troop of huntfmen, corne 

Our lufly Englifh, ail with purpled hands, 

Dy'd in the dying (laughter of their foea. 

Open your gâtes, and give the viclors way. 

Ch. Heralds, from ofF our tow'ra we might behold> 
From firil to laft, the onfet and retire 
Of both your armies, whofe equality 
By our beft eyes cannot be cenfured ; 
Blood hath bought blood, and blows hare anfwer'd 
blows ; 

Strength match 'd with ftrength,. and power confrontent 
power. 

Both are alike, and both alike we like ; 

One muft prove greateft. While they weigh fo efCD> 

We hold our town for neither ; yet for both. 

SCENE V. 

Enter the t<wo Kbigs <wbh their poiuers, at feveral doort* 

K. John. France, hail thou yet more blood to caft 
away ? 

Say, fhall the current of our right run on ? 
Whofe paflage, vex'd with thy impediment, 
Shall lea,ve his native channel, and o'erfwell 
With courfe difturb'd ev'n thy confining mores;, 
Unlefs thou let his filver water keep 
A peaceful pregrefs to the océan* 
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K. Phil. England, thou haft not fav'd one drop of 
blood 

In this hot trinl, more than we of France ; 

Rat lier loft more. And by this hand I fwear, 

That fways the earth this climate overlooks, 

Before we will lay by our juft-borne arms, 

We 'Il put thee down, 'gainft whom thefe arms we bear; 

Or add a royal number to the dead ; 

Gracing the fcroul that tells of this war's lofs, 

With flaughter cou pied to the name of Kings. 

Faulc. Ha ! Majefty, how high thy glory towers, 

When the rich blood of Kings is fet on lire ! 

Oh, now doth Death line his dead chaps with fteel; 

The fwords of foldiers are his teeth, his phangs j 

And now he feafts, mouthing the flefh of men 

In undetermin'd différences of Kings. 

Why ftand thefe royal fronts amazed thus ? 

Cry havock, Kings-, back to the ftained field, 

You equal potents, fiery*kindled fpirits ! 

Then let confufion of one part confirm 

The other's peace ; till then, blows, blood, and death. 
K. John. Whofe party do the townfmen yet admit? 
K.Phil. Speak, Citizens, for England, who'syour 
King ? 

Cit. The King of England, when we kûow tic 
King. 

K. Phil. Know him in us, that here hold up w 
right. 

K. John. In us, that are our own great deputy, 
And bear poffeflion of our perfon here ; 
Lord of our prefence, Angiers, and of you. 

Cit. A greater pow'r than ye dénies ail this ; 
And till it be undoubted, we do lock 
Our former fcruple in our ftrong-barr'd gâtes *. 

Faulc. By heav'n, the fcroyles of Angiers flout yoi, 
Kings, 

And ftand fecurely^on their battlements, 
As in a théâtre, whence they gape and point 

* ftrong-barr'd gâtes. 

Kings arc our fears—^—until our fcars refolv'd 
Ee by lbme certain King purg'd and depos'i. 

Faulc. By heav'n, &c. 
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At your induftrious feenes and afts of death. 

You royal prefences, be rul'd by me; 

Do like the Mutines of Jerufalem ; 

Be friends a while, and both conjointly bend 

Your ftiarpeir. deeds of malice on this town. 

By eaft and weft let France and England mount 

Their batt'ring cannon charged to thè nlouths ; 

Tili their foul-fearing clamours have braul'd down 

The flinty ribs of this contemptuous city. 

I'd play inceflantly upon thefe jades; 

Even till unfenced defolation 

Leave them as naked as the vulgar air. 

That done, diflever your united ftrengths, ' 

And part your mingled colours once again; 

Turn face to face, and bloody point to point. 

Then in a moment Fortune fhall cull forth 

Out of one fide her happy minion ; 

To whom in favour fhe (hall give the day, 

And kifs him with a glorious vi&ory. 

How like you this wild counfel, mighty ftates ? 

Smacks it not fomething of the policy ? 

K. John. Now by the fky that hangs above our 
heads, 

I like it well. France, mail we knit our pow'rs, 
And lay this Angiers even with the ground, 
Then, after, fight who (hall be King of it ? 

Faulc. And if thou hait the mettle of a King, 
Being wrong'd as we are by this peevifh town, 
Turn thou the mouth of thy artillery, 
As we will ours, againft thefe faucy walls ; 
And when that we have danVd them to the ground, 
Why, then defy each other ; and, pell-mell, 
Make work upon ourfelves for heav'n or hell. 

K. Phil. Let it be fo ; fay, where will you afTauh ? 

K. John. We from the weft will fend deftruction ' 
Into this city's- bofom. 

u4ujl. I from the north. 

K. Phil. Our thunder from the fouth 
Shall rain their drift of bullets on this town *, r 

* — bullets on this town. 

Faulc. O prudent difeipline ! from north to fouth ; 
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Cit. HeaT us, great Kings ; vouchfafe a while w 
ftay, 

And I {hall fhew you peace, and fair-fac'd Ieague; 
Win you this ,city without ftroke or wound ; 
Refeue thofe breathing lives to die in beds, 
That h ère corne facrifices for the fieid : 
Perfever not, but hear me, mighty Kings. 

John. Speak on; with fàvour we are bent to 
hear. 

Cit. That daughter there of Spain, the Lady Blanch, 
Is near to England; look upon the years 
Of Lewis the Dauphin, and that lovely maid. 
If lufty love fhould go in queft of beauty, 
Where fhould he find it fairer than in Blanch ? 
If zcalous love fhould go in fearch of virtue, 
Whcre fhould he find it purer than in Blanch ? 
If love, ambitious, fought a match of birth, 
Whofe veins bound richer blood than Lady Blanch ? 
Such as fhe is, in beauty, virtue, birth, 
Is the young Dauphin every way compleat : 
If not corapleat, oh fay, he is rrot fhe; 
And fhe again wants nothing, (to name want), 
If want it be not, that fhe is not he. 
He is the half-part of a blefTed man, 
Left to be finifhed by fuch a fhe : 
And flic a faîr' divided excellence, 
Whofe fulnefs of perfe&ion lies in him. 
Oh ! two fuch fîlver currents, when the y jom, 
Do glorify the banks that bound them in. 
And two fuch fliores, to two fuch ftreams made one, 
Two "fuch controlling bounds fhall you be, Kings, 
To thefe two -princes, if you marry them. 
This union fhall do more than battery can, 
To our faft-clofed gâtes : for at this match, 
With fwifter fplecn than powder can en force, 
The mouth of pafTage fhall we fing wide ope, 
And give you entrance ; but without this match, 
The fea enraged is not half fo deaf, 
Lions fb confident, mountains and rocks 

Auftria and France fhoot in each other's moutJi, 
il '11 lVir them to't ; corne, away, away! 
Cité Hear us, great Kings, &c. 
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So free from motion ; no, not Death himfelf 
In mortal fury half fo peremptory, 
As we to keep this city. 

Faulc, Here 's a ftay, 
That fhakes the rotten carcafe of oîd Death 
Out of his rags. Here 's a large mouth, indeed, 
That fpits forth death, and mountaîns, rocks and feas; 
Talks as familiarly of roaring lions, 
As maids of thirteen do of puppy-dogs. 
What cannoneer begot this lufty blood ? 
He fpeaks plain cannon-fire, and fmoak and bounce $ 
He gives the baftinado with his tongne. 
Our ears are cudgell'd ; not a word of his, 
But buffets better than a fift of France. 
Zounds l I was never fo bethump'd with words, 
Since 1 firft call'd my brother's father dad. 

Eli. Son, lift to this conjunclion, niake this match t 
Give with our nièce a dowry large enough j 
For by this knot thou (hait fo furely tie 
Thy now unfur'd aflurance to the crown, 
That y on green boy (hall have no fun to ripe 
The bloom, that promifeth a mighty fruit. 
I fee a yielding in the looks of France. 
Mark, how they whifper ; urge them, while their fouis 
Are capable of this ambition ; 
Left zeal, now melted by the windy breath 
Of foft pétitions, pity and remorfe, 
Cool and congeal again to what it was. 

£77. Why anfwer not the double Majefties 
This friendly treaty of our threaten'd town ? 

AT. Phil. Speak, England, firft, that hath been fot> 
ward firft 

To fpeak unto this city. What fay you ? 

K. John. If that the Dauphin there, thy prinCely fon, 
Can in this book of beauty read, / love, 
Her dowry (hall weigh equal with a Queen. 
For Anjou, and fair Tou raine, Maine, Poictiers, 
And ail that we upon this (ide the fea, 
Except this city now by us befieg'd, 
Find liable to our crown and dignity, 
Shall gild her bridai bed ; and make her rich 
In titles, honours, and promotions ; 

Vol. III. D d 



Digitized by G00gle 



314 King John. Ad il. 

As (he in beauty, éducation, blood, 

Holds hand with any Princefs of the world. 

K. Phil. What fay'ft thou, boy ? Look in the Lady's 
face. 

Lewis. 1 do, my Lord; and in her eye I find 
A wonder, or a wond'rous miracle *. 
I do proteft I never lov'd myfelf, 
TiJl now, infixed, I beheld myfelf 
Drawn in the flatt'ring table of her eye. 

\Whifpering with Blancb. 

Fauîc. Drawn in the flatt'ring table of her eye ! 
Hang'd in the frowning wrinkle of her brow ! 
And quarter'd in her heart ! he doth efpy 

Himfelf love's traitor. This is pity now, 
That hang'd, and drawn, and quarter'd, there Ihouldbe, 
In fuch a love, fo vile a lout as he. 

Blanc h. My uncle's will in this refpecl is mine. 
If he fee aught in you, that makes him like, 
That any thing he fees, which moves his liking, 
I can with eafe tranflate it to my will : 
Or if you will, to fpeak more properly, 
I will inforce it eafily to my love. 
Further I will not flatter you, my Lord, 
That ail I fee in you is worthy love, 
Than this ; that nothing do I fee in you 
(Though churlifh thoughts themfelves fhould be your 
That I can find fhould merit any hate. [j U( ^g e ) 

K. John. What fay thefe young ones ? what fay you, 
my nièce ? 

Blanch. That (he is bound in honour ftill to do 
What you in wifdom ftill vouchfafe to fay. 

K. John. Speak then, Prince Dauphin, can you love 
this Lady ? 

Lenvis. Nay, aflcme, if I can refrain from love; 
For I do love her moft unfeignedly. 

K. John. Then do I give Voïqueflen, Touraine, Maine, 
Poictiers, and Anjou, thefe five provinces, 

* wondrous miracle ; 

The ftiadow of myfelf form'd in her eye ; 
"Which being but the fliadow of your fon, 
lîecomes a fun, and makes your fon a ûiadow, 
I do proteft, &c. 
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With her to thee ; and this addition more, 
Full thirty thoufand marks of Englifti coin. 
Philip of France, if thou be pleas'd withal, 
Command thy fon and daughter to join hânds. 

K*Phil. It likes us well ; young princes, clofe your 
hands *. 

Now, citizens of Angiers, ope your gâtes, 
Let in that amity which you have made ; 
For at Saint Mary's chapel prefently 
The rites of marriage fhall be folemniz'd. 
Is not the Lady Confiance in this troop ? 
I know fhe is not ; for this match made up 
Her prefence would have interrupted much. 
Where is fhe and her fon, tell me, who knows ? 

Lewis. She 's fad and palfionate at your Highnefs* 
tent. 

K. Phil. And, by my faith, this league that we have 
Will give her fadoefs very little cure. [made, 
Brother of England, how may we content 
This widow-lady ? in her right we came ; 
Which we, God knows, have turn'd another way 
To our own 'vantage. 

AT. John. We will heal up ail, 
For we'll create young Arthur Duke of Bretagne, 
And Earl of Richmond ; and this rich fair town 
We make him Lord of. Call the Lady Confiance ; 
Some fpeedy mefTenger bid her repair 
To our folemnity. I truft we (hall, 
If not fill up the meafure of her will, 
Yet in fome meafure fatisfy her fo, 
That we fhall ftop her exclamation. 
Go we, as well as hafte will fuffer us, 
To this unlook'd for, unprepared pomp. 

[Exeunt ail but Faulconbridge. 

SCENE VI. 

Faute. Mad world, m ad Kings, mad compofition ! 
John, to ftop Arthur's title in the whole, 

* clofe your hands. 

Auft. And your Hps too ; for, I am wcll aflur'd, 
That I did fo, when I was firft afliir'd. 

K. PblL Now, citizens, &c. 
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Hath willingly departed with a part. 

And France» whofe armour confcience buckled on, 

Whom zeal and charity brought to the field, 

As Gpd's own foldier, rounded in the ear 

"\Vith that famé purpofe-changer, that fly devil, 

That broker, that ftill breaks the pate of faith, 

That daily break-vow, he that wins of ail, 

Of kings, of beggars, old men, young men, maids, 

Who having no external thing to lofe 

But the word maid 9 cheats the poor maid of that; 

That fmooth-fac'd gentleman, tickling Commodity,— 

Commodity, the bias of the world, 

" The world, which of itfelf is poifed weli, 

" Made to run even upon even ground ; 

Ci Till this advantage, this vile-drawing bias, 

" This fway of motion, this Commodity, 

" Mâkes it take head from ail indifferency, 

" From ail direction, purpofe, courfe, intent. 

And this famé bias, this Commodity, 

This bawd, this broker, this all-changing word, 

Clapp'd on the outward eye of fickle France, 

Hath drawn him from his own determin'd aid, 

From a refond and honourable war, 

To a moft bafe and rile concluded peace. 

And why rail I on this Commodity l 

But for becaufe he hath not wooed me yet : 

Not that I have the power to clutch my hand, 

When his fair angels would falute my palm ; 

But that my hand, as unattempted yet, 

Like a poor beggar, raileth on the rich. 

Well, while I am a beggar, I will rail; 

And fay, there is no fin but to be rich. 

And being rich, f»y virtue then (hall be, 

Tp fay, there is no vice but beggary. 

Since Kings break faith upon commodity, 

Çain, be my Lord ; for I will worftiip thee ! [Exit. 
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A C T III. SCENE I. 

The French King s pavilion. 
Enter Confiance, Arthur, and Salifbury. 
Conji. One to be marry'd ! gone to fwear a peace ! 
VJ Falfe blood to falfe blood join'd ! gone to 
be friends ! 

Shall Lewis have Blanch, and Blanch thofe provinces ? 

It is not fo ; thou haft mif-fpoke, mif-heard ; 

Be well advis'd, tell o'er thy taie again, 

It cannot be; thou doft but fay 'tis fo. 

I truft I may not truft thee ; for thy word 

Is but the vain breath of a coramon man. 

Believe me, I do not believe thee, man; 

I have a King's oath to the contrary. 

Thou ftialt be punifh'd for thus frighting me ; 

For I am Ikk, and capable of fears ; 

Opprefs'd with wrongs, and therefore full of fears ; 

A widow, hufbandlefs, fubjecl: to fears ; 

A woman, naturally born to fears : 

And though thou now confefs thou didft but jeft, 

With my vex'd fpirits I cannot take a truce ; 

But they will quake and tremble ail this day. 

What doft thou mean by fhaking of thy head ? 

Why doft thou look fo fadly on my fon ? 

What means fhat hand upon that breaft of thine ? 

Why holds thine eye that lamentable rheum, 

Like a proud river peering o'er his bounds ? 

Be thefe fad fighs confirmers of thy words ? 

Then fpeak again, not ail thy former taie, 

But this one word, whether thy tale'be true. 

Sa/. As true as, I believe, you think them falfe, 
That gave you caufe to prove my faying true. 

Confî. Oh, if thou teach me to believe this forrow, 
Teach thou this forrow how to make me die ; 
And let belief and life encounter fo, 
As doth the fui y of two defp'rate men, 
Which in the very meeting fall and die. 
Lewis wed Blanch ! O boy, then where art thou ? 
France friejad with England ! what becomes of me? 
D d 3 
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Fellow, be gone, I canoot brook thy fight *. 

Art h, I do befeech you, mother, be content. 

Conft. '* If thoa that bidd'ft me be content, wert 
grim, 

** Ugly* and fland'rotH to thy mothtr's womb, 
** Full of unpleafing blots, and fightlefa ftains, 

Lame, foolifh, crooked, fwart, prodigious, 
,x Patch *d with foui moles, and eye-ofFending marks ; 

I would not care ; I then would be content. 
^ For then I ftiould not love thee: no, nor thou 
" Become thy great birth, nor deferVe a crown. 
** But thou art fair, and at thy birth, dear boy ï 
a Nature and Fortune join'd tô niake thee great. 
" Of nature's giftsthou may'ft with lilies boaft, 
**• And with the half-blown rofe." But Fortune, oh! 
She is corrupted, chang'd, and, Wôn from thee, 
Adultérâtes hourly with thine Uncîe John; 
And with her golden hand hath pluck'd on France 
To tread down faîr refpecl of fovereignty, 
And made his Majefty the bawd to theirs. 
"SYanoè rs a bawd to Fortune, and to John : 
That ftrumpet Fortune, that ufurping John ! 
Tell me, thou fellow, is not France forfworn? 
învenom him with words ; or get thee gorie, 
And le ave thefe woes alone, which I alone 
Am bound to underbear. 

Pardon me, Madam, 
Imay not go without you to the Kmgs. 

Ccuj}. Thou may'ft, thou ftialt, I will not go with. 
X will inftruct my forrows to be proud: [thee. 
For grief is proud, and makes his owner ftout. 
To me, and to the ftate of my great grief, 
Let Kings aflemble : for my griefs fo great» 
That no fupporter but the huge firm earth 

* — — brook thy fight. 
TVis news hath made thee a moft ugly man. 

SaL What other harm have I, gpod Lady, donc. 
But fpokc the harm that is by others done ? 

Ctoift. Which harm wkhin itfelf fo heino US 
Afrit makes harmful ail that fpeak of it,. 

Arlbr, Ldoïbefcech you, 
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Can hold ît ilp. Here I and forrow fit. 
Hère is my throne, bid Kings corne bow to ît. 

\Sits do<wn on the floor. 

SCENE II. 

Enter King John, King Philip, Lewis, Blanch, Elinor, 
Faulconbridge, and Auftria. 

x K.Pbil. Tistrue, fair daughter ; and this blefled 
Ever in France fhall be kept feftival. [day 
To folemnize this day> the glorious fun 
Stays in his courfe, and plays the alchymift ; 
Turning with fplendor of his precious eye 
The meagre cloddy earth to glitt'ring gold. 
The yearly courfe that brings this day about, 
Shall never fee it but a holiday. 

Conji. A wicked day, and not an holiday. — {Rijtng* 
What hath this day delerv'd ? what hath it done, 
That it in golden letter fhould be fet 
Among the high tides in the kalendar ? 
Nay, rather turn this day out of the week, 
This day of mame, oppreffion, perjury : 
Or, if it muft ftand ftill, let wives with child 
Pray, that their burdens may not fall this day, 
Left that their hopes prodigioufly be crofe'd. 
But on this day, let feamen fear no wreck ; 
No bargains break, that are not this day made ; 
This day, ail things begun corne to ill end, 
Yea, faith itfelf to hollow falfehood change ! 

K. PhiL By heaven, Lady, you fhall have na caufe 
To curfc the fair proceedings of this day* 
Have I not pawn'd to you my majefty ? 

Conft. You have beguil'd me with a counterfeit 
Refembling majefty, which, touch'd and try'd, 
Proves valuelefs : you are forfworn, forfworn ; 
You came in a mis to fpill my enemies blood, 
But now in arms you ftrengthen it with your's.. 
The grappling vigour, and rough frown of war >f 
Is cold in amity and painted peace, 
And our oppreffion hath made up this league. 
Aîci, arm ; ye heav'ns, agaiûft theïe perjur'd Kiugs;- 
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A widow crics, bc hufband to me, Heav'n ! 
Let not the hours of this ungodJy day 
Wear out the day in peace ; but ère fun-fet, 
Set armed Difcord 'twixt thefe perjur'd Kings; 
-Hear me, oh, hear me ! 

Au/}. Lady Confiance, peace. 

Conjî. War, war, no peace ; peace is to me a war. 
O Lymoges, O Auftria ! thou doft ftiame 
That bloody fpoil: thou flave, thou wretch, thou 
Thou little valiant, great in villany ! [coward, 
Thou ever Arong upon the ftronger fïde ; 
Thou Fortune's champion, that doft never fight 
But when her humorous Ladylhip is by 
To teach thee fafety ! thou art perjur'd too, 
And footh'ft up greatnefs. What a fool art thou, 
A ramping fool, to brag, to ftamp, and fwear, 
Upon my party ? thou cold-blooded flave, 
Haft thou not fpoke Hke thunder on my fîde ? 
Been fworn my foldier, bidding me dépend 
Upon thy ftars, thy fortune, and thy ftrength ? 
And doft thou now fall over to my foes ? 
Thou wear a lion's hide ! doff it for ftiame, 
And hang a calve's-fkin on thofe recréant limbs. 

Auft. O that a man would fpeak thofe words to me ! 

Faulc, And hang a calve's-fkin on thofe recréant 
limbs. 

Aujî. Thou dar'ft not fay fo, villain, for thy life. 
Faulc. And hang a calve's-fkin on thofe recréant 
limbs. 

Auft. * ' Mithinks that Richard's pride and Rich- 
ard's fall 

* Should be a précèdent to fright you, Sir. 

• What was the ground of this quarrel of the baftsrd to Auftria, 
is no where fpecified in the prefent play : nor is there in this place, 
or the feene where it is firft hinted at (namely the fécond of adU.)» 
the leaft mention of any reafon for it. But the ftory is, that Auf- 
tria, whokilPdKing Richard Cœur-de-lion, wore, as the fpoil of 
that prince, a lion 's hide which had belonged to him This circunv 
ftanec renders the anger of the baftard very natural, and or.ght not 
to have been omitted. In the firft sketch of this play, (whkh 
Shakefpear is faid tohave had a hand in, jointly with William Row- 
ley), we accohtfngly find this infifted upon, and I haye YCûturc4 
to plaçç a fcw of tfcofç Y çrfçs hçrç, Mr 
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Faute. c What words are thefe ? how do my finew» 
« My father's foe clad in my father's fpoil ! [ihake l 

* How doth Aleéto whifper in my ears, 

« Delay not, Richard, kill the villain ftrait ; 
« Difrobe him of the matchlefs monument, 
« Thy father's triumph o'er the favages.— — 
« Now, by his foui I fwear, my father's foui, 

* Twice will I not review the morning's rife, 
« Till I have torn that trophy from thy back ; 

* And fplit thy heart for wearing it fo long. 

K. John. We like not this, thou doft forget thyfelf* 

SCENE III. Enter Pandulph. 

K. Phi/. Here cornes the holy Legate of the Pope. 

Pand. Haili you anointed deputies of heav'n I 
To thee, King John, my holy errand is : 
I Pandulph, of fair Milain Cardinal, 
And from Pope Innocent the Legate here, 
Do in his name religioufly demand 
Why thou againft the church, our holy mother, 
So wilfully doft fpurn, and force perforée 
Keep Stephen Langton, chofen Archbifhop 
Of Canterbury, from that holy fee ? 
This in our 'forefaid holy father's name, 
Pope Innocent, I do demand of thee. 

K. John. Whatearthly name to interrogatorie» 
Can talk the free breath of a facred King ? 
Thou canft not, Cardinal, devife a name 
So flight, unworthy, and ridiculous, 
To charge me to an anfwer, as the Pope. 
Tell him this taie, and from the mouth of England 
Add thus much more, That no Italian prieft 
Shall ttthe or toll in our dominions. 
But as we, uuder Heaven, are fupreme head, 
So, under him, that great fupremacy, 
Where we do reign, we will alone uphold, 
Without th' affiftance of a mortal hand. 
So tell the Pope, ail rev'rence fet apart 
To him and his ufurp'd authority. 

K. Phil. Brother of England, you blafpheme m this . 

K. John. Tho' you and ail the Kings of Chriftendom 
Are led fo grofsly by this meddling prieft, 
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Dreading the curfe that money*may buy out, 

And by the merit of vile gold, drofs, duft, 

Purchafe corrupted pardon of a man, 

Who in that fale fells pardon from himfelf ; 

Tho' you, and ail the reft, fo grofsly led, 

This juggling witchcraft with revenue cherifti ; 

Yet I alone, alone, do me oppofe 

Againft the Pope, and count his friends my foes. 

Pand. Then by the lawful power that I have, 
Thou (hait ftand curs'd, and excommunicate ; 
And bleffed (hall he be that doth revolt 
From his allegiance to an heretic ; 
And meritorious fhall that hand be call'd, 
Canonized and worfhîpp'd as a faint, 
That takes away by any fecret coarfe 
Thy hateful life. 

Conft. O, lawful let it be, 
That I bave roora with Rome to curfe a while. 
Good Father Cardinal, cry thou, Amen, 
To my Jceen curfes ; for without my wrong 
There is no tongue hath power to curfe him right. 

Pand. There 's law and warrant, Lady, for my curfe. 

Conft. And for mine too ; when law can do no right, 
Let it be lawful that law bar no wrong : 
Law cannot give my child his kingdom hère ; 
For he that holds his kingdom, holds the law ; 
Therefore, fince law itfelf is perfeft wrong, 
How can the law forbid my tongue to curfe ? 

Pand. Philip of France, on péril of a curfe, 
Let go the hand of that arch-heretic ; 
And raife the pow'r of France upon his head, 
Unlefs he do fubmit himfelf to Rome. 

Eli. Look'ft thou pale, France ? do not let go thy 
hand. 

Conft. Look to that, devil ! left that France repent, 
And, by disjoining hands, hell lofe a foui. 

Auji. King Philip, liften to the Cardinal. 

Faulc. And hang a calve's-flcin on his recréant lirabs. 

Aufi. Well, ruffian, I muft pocket up thefe wrongs, 
Becaufe— 

Faulc. Your breeches beft may carry them. 

K. John. Philip, what fay'ft thou to the Cardinal ? 
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Conft. What fhould he fay, but as the Cardinal ? 

Lewis. Bethink y ou, father ; for the différence 
Is purchafe of a heavy curfe from Rome, 
Or the light lofs of England for a frieud j 
Forego the ealîer. 

Blanch. That 's the curfe of Rome. 

Conft. Lewis, ftandfaft; the devil tempts thee here 
In likenefs of a new untrimmed bride*. 

K. PhiL I am perplex'd, and know not what to fay. 

Pand. What can'il thou fay, but will perplex thee 
more, 

If thou ftand excommunicate and curs'd ? 

K. Pbil. Good Rev'rend Father, make my perfoa 
your's ; 

And tell me, how y ou would beftow yourfelf. 

This royal hand and mine are newly knit, 

And the conjunclion of our inward fouis 

Marry'd in league, coupled and link'd together* 

With ail religious ftrength of facred vows. 

The lateft breath that gave the found of words» 

Was deep-fworn faith, peace, amity, true love, 

Between our kingdoms and our royal felves. 

And even before this truce, but new before, 

No longer than we well could wafh our hands 

To clap this royal bargain up of peace, 

Heav'n knows, they were befmear'd and over-ftaîn'd 

"With Slaughter's pencil ; where Revenge did paint 

The fearful diff'rence of incenfed Kings. 

And fhall thefe hands, fo lately purg'd of blood, 

* a new untrimmed f bride. 

Blanch. The Lady Confiance fpeaks not from her faith ; 
But from her need. 

Conft, Oh, if thou grant my need, 
Vhich only lives but by the death of faith, 
That need muft needs infer this principle, 
That faith would live again by death of need : 
O, then tread down my need, and faith mounts up ; 
Keep my need up, and faith is trodden down. 

K. John. The King is mov'd, and anfwers not to this, 

Conft. O, be remov'd from him, and anfwer well. 

Auft. Dp fo, King Philip ; hang no more in doubt. 

Foule Hang nothing but a calvc's-skin, moit fweet lo«U 

JC. PhiL I am perplex'd, &c, 

■J- s. t. uafteady. 
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So newly join'd în love, fo ftrong in both, 

Unyoke this feizure, and this kind regreet ? 

Play faft and loofe with faith ? fo jeft with heav'n ? 

Make fuch un confiant children of ourfelves* 

As now again to fnatch our palm from palm ? 

Unfwear faith fworn, and on the marriage-bed 

Of fmiling peace to march a bloody hoft, 

And make a riot on the gentle brow 

Of true finçerity ? O holy Sir, 

My Révérend Father, let it not be fo; 

Out of your grâce, devife, ordain, impofè 

Some gentle order, and we mail be blefs'd 

To do your pleafure, and continue friends. 
Pand. Ail form is formlefs, order orderlefs, 

Save what is oppofite to England's love. 

Therefore, to arms ! be champion of our church ! 

Or let the church our mother breathe her curfe, 

A mother's curfe on her revolting fon. 

France, thou may'ft hold a ferpent by the tongue, 
A chafed lion by the mortal paw, 

A fafting tyger fafer by the tooth, 

Than keep in peace that hand which thou doft hold. 
AT. PhiL I may disjoin my hand, but not my faith. 
Pand. So mak'ft thou faith an enemy to faith ; 
And, like a civil war, fet'ft oath to oath, 
Thy tongue againft thy tongue. O, let thy vow 
Firft made to heav'n, firft be to heav'n perform'd; 
That is to be the champion of our church. 
What (ince thou fwor'ft, is fworn againft thyfelf, 
And may not be performed by thyfelf. 
For that which thou haft fworn to do amifs, 
Is yet amifs when it is truly done : 
And being not done, where doing tends to ill, 
The truth is then moft done, not doing it. 
The better ad of purpofes miftook, 
Is to miftake again ; tho' indirect, 
Yet indire&ion thereby grows direct, 
And falfehood falfehood cures ; as fire cools fire, 
Within the fcorched veins of one new-burn'd. 
It is religion that doth make vows kept, 
But thou haft fworn againft religion. 
By what thou fwear'ft, againft the thing thou fivear'ft, 
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And mak'ft an oath the furety for thy truth ; 

Againft an oath the truth thou art unfure 

T© fwear : fwear only not to be forfworn ; 

Elfe what a mockery fhould it be to fwear \ 

I3ut thon doft fwear, only to be forfworn, 

And moft forfworn, to keep what thou doft fwear* 

Thereforc thy latter vows, againft thy firft, 

1s in thyfelf rébellion to thyfelf. 

And better conqueft never canft thou make, 

Than arm thy confiant and thy nobler parts 

Againft thefe giddy, loofe fuggeftions. 

Upon which better part, our pray'rs corne in, 

If thou vouchfafe them. But if not, then know, 

The péril of our curfes light on thee 

So heavy, as thou fhalt not fhake them off ; 

13ut, in defpair, die under their black weight. 

Aujl. Rébellion, flat rébellion. 

Faulc. Will 't not be ? 
Will not a calve's-fkin ftop that mouth of thine ? 

Lewis. Father, toarms. 

Blanc h. Upon thy wedding-day ? 
Againft the blood that thou haft married ? 
What, fhall our feaft be kept with flaughter'd men ? 
Shall braying trumpets, and loud churlifh drums, 
Clamours of hell, be meafures to our pomp ? 
O hufband, hear me ; (ah ! alack, how new 
Is hufband in my mouth ! ), ; ev'n for that name, 
Which till this time my tongue did ne'er pronounce>' 
Upon my knee I beg, go not to arms 
Againft mine uncle. 

Conft. Q, upon my knee, 
Made hard with kneeling, I do pray to thee, 
Thou virtuous Dauphin, alternotthe doom 
Forethought by heav'n. 

Blanc h. Now mail I fee thy love ; what motire may 
Be ftronger with thee than the name of wife ?, 

Conjl. That which upholdeth him, that thee upholds, 
His honour. Oh, thine honour, Lewis, thine h©- 
nour ! 

Lewis. I mufe yOur Majefty doth feem fo cold, 
When fuch profound refpeéts do pull you on. 

Pand.. I will denqunce a curfe upon his head. 
Val III. £ e 
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K.Phil. Thou malt not need. England, 111 £a\l 
from thee. 

Conft. O fair return of baniAVd Majefty ! 
Eli. O foui revolt of French inconftancy ! 
K* John. France, thou malt rue this hour within thîs 
hour. 

Taule . Old Time the clock-fetter, that bald fe&tonTime, 
Is it, as he will ? well then, France fhall rue. 

Blancb. The fun's o'ercaft with blood : fair day, adieu! 
Which is the fide that I muft go withal ? 
I am with both, each army hath a hand, 
And in their rage, I having hold of both/ 
They whirl afunder, and difmember me. 
Hufband, I cannot pray that thou may'ft win : 
Uncle, I needs muft pray that thou may'ft lofe: 
Father, I may not wifti the fortune thine ; 
Grandam, I will not wiYh thy wifhes thrive. 
Whoever wins, on that fide fhall I lofe ; 
Aflured lofs, before the match be playM. 

Lewis. Lady, with me, with me thy fortune lies. 

Blanc h. There where my fortune lives, there my life 
dies. 

K. John. Coufin, go draw our puiiTance together. 

[Exit Faulconbridgc. 
France, I am burn'd up with inflaming wrath ; 
A rage, whofe heat hath this condition, 
That nothing can allay, nothing but blood, 
The; blood, and delreft-valu'd blood of France. 

K. Phil. Thy rage fhall burn thee up, and thou fhalt 
turn 

To afties, ère our blood fhall quench that fîre. 
JLook to thyfelf, thou art in jeopardy. 

K. John. No more than he that threats. To arms 
let's hie. [Exeutit* 

SCENE IV. Changes to a jieldof battit. 

\Alarms, excurfions. Enter Faulconbridge, ivith Ad- 
ftriaV head. 

Taule. Now, by my life, this day grows wondVouf 
Some fiery devil hovers in the fky, [hot; 
Aod pours down mifchief. Auftria's head Jie there.—; 
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Thus hath Kîog Richard's fon perform'd his YOW, 
And ofFer'd Auftria's blood for facriûce 
Unto his father's ever-living foui. 

Enter King John* Arthur, and Hubert. 

K. John. There, Hubert, keep this boy. Richard, 
My mother is anailed in our tent, £make up j 

And ta'en, I fear. 

Faulc. My Lord, I refcVd her. 
Her Highnefs is in fafety, fear you notî 
But on, my Liège ; for very little pains 
Will bring this labour to an happy end. [Excunt* 

S C E N E V. 

JÎlarms, excurjîons, retreat. Re-enter King John,ElinoiV 
Arthur, Faulconbridge, Hubert, and Lords. 

K. John. So lhall it be ; your Grâce fhall ftay behîn<$ 

[To Elinor» 
So ftrongly guarded. Coufin, look not fad, 

[To Arthur. 
Thy ^randam loves thee, and thy uncle will 
As dear be to thee as thy father was. 

j4rth. O ! this will make my mother die with grief, 

K. John. Coufin, away for England ; hafte before, 

[To Faulconbridjge*. 
And ère our coming fee thou fhake the bags 
Of hoarding abbots ; their imprifon'd angels 
Set thou at liberty : the fat ribs of peace 
Muft by the hungry war be fed upon. 
Ufe our commiflion in its utmoft force. 

Faulc. Bell, bopk, and candie, mail not drive mç 
When gold and filver beck me to corne on. Qbaek» 
I leave your Highnefs. Grandam, I will pray 
(If ever I remember to be holy) 
For your fair fafety ; fo I kifs your hand* 

Eli. Farewel, my gentle coufin. 

K. John. Coz, farewel. [Exh Faute; 

Eli. Come hither, little kinfman ; hark, a word* 

[Taking him to one ftde of the Jlagc* 

K. John, [to Hubert on the other Jtde.~\ 
Come hither, Hubert. O my gentle Hubert» 
We owe thee much ; within this wall of flefl^ 
E e 2 
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There îs a foui counts thee her creditor, 
And with advantage means to pay thy love. 
And, my good friend, thy voluntary oath 
Lives in this bofom, dearly cherifhed. 

Give me thy hand, I had a thing to fay — 

But I will fît it with fome better time. 
By heaven, Hubert, l 'm almoft aiham'd 
To fay what good refpecl I have of thee. 

Hub. I am much bounden to youf Majefty. 

K. John. Good friend, thou haft no çaufe to fay fo 
yet, 

But thou (hait have — and creep time ne'er fo flow, 
Yet it fhall corne for me to do thee good. 
« I hàd a thing to fay, -but, let it go : 

* The fun is in the heav'n, and the proud day, 

* Attended with the pleafures of the world, 

* Is ail too wanton, and too full of gawds, 

c To give me audience. If the midnight-bell 

* Did with his iron tongue and brazen mouth 

* Sound one unto the drowfy race of night ; 

* If this famé were a church-yard where we ftand, 

* And thou poffcfTed with a thoufmd wrongs \ 
« Or if that furly fpirit Melancholy 

« Had bak'd thy blood, and made it heavy-thick, 
4 Which elfe runs tickling np and down the veins, 

* Making that ideot Laughter keep mens* eyes, 

* And ftrain their cheeks to idle merriment, 

* (A paffion hateful to my purpofes) ; 

* Or if that thou couldft fee me without eyes, 

* Hear me without thine ears, and make reply 
4 Without a tongue, ufîng conceit alone, 

* Without eyes, ears, and harmful found of words; 

* Then, in defpight of broad-ey'd watchful day, 

* I would into thy bofom pour my thoughts. 

* But ah, I will not.' — Yet I love thee well ; 
And, by my troth, I think thou lov'ft me well. 

' Hub. So well, that what you bid me undertake, 
Tho' that my death were adjunct to my acl, 
By heav'n I M do 't. 

K. John. Do not I know thou would'ft ? 
Good Hubert, Hubert, Hubert, throw thine eye 
On yon young boy. l 'il tell thee what, my friend, 
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He is a very ferpent in ray way. 
And, wherefoe'er this foot of mine doth tread,. 
He lies before me. Doft thou underftand me î 
Thou art his keeper. 

Hub. And I '11 keep him fo, 
That he (hall not offend your Majefty. 

K. John. Death. 

Hub. My Lord ? 

K. John. A gravée. 

Hub. He (hall not live. 

K. John. Enough. 
I could be merry now. Hubert, I love thee j 
Well* l 'H not fay what I intend for thee : 
Remember. — Madam, fare you well. 

[Returning to the $£ueenù 
I'Jl fend thofe pow'rs o'er to your Majefty» 

Eli. My blefling go with thee ! 

K. John: For England, coufîn, go. 
Hubert mail be your man, t' attend on you 
With ail true duty ; on toward Calais, ho ! [Exeunf* 

SCENE VI. Changes to the French court. 
Enter King Philip, Lewis, Pandulpho, and Attendants- 

K. Phil. So, by a roaring tempeft on the flood* 
A whole armado * of colleded fait . 
Is fcatter'd, and disjoin'd from fellowmip.. 

Pand. Courage and comfort, ail fhall yet go welL 

K. Phil. What can go well when we have run fo \M î 
Are we not beaten ? Is not Angiers loft ? 
Arthur ta'en pris'ner ? divers dear friends flain ? 
And bloody England into England gone, 
O'e-r-bearing interruption ; fpite of France ? 

Lewis . What he hath won, that hath he fôrtify'dli 
So hot a fpeed with fuch adyice difpos'd, 
Such temp'rate order m fo fierce a courfe,. 
Doth want example ; who hath read or heard 
Of any kindred aétion like to this- ? 

* Thts play was fi'rft reprefenfîd a winter or two after tRe Spa^ 
«iïhinvafion in i s 88. And it abounds with touches relative to the 
Cheii gofture of affairs. 

£ c ^ 
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K. PMI. Well could I bear that England had this 
praife, 

So we could fînd fome pattern of our fliame. 

Enter Conftance. 

Look, who cornes h ère ? a grave unto a foui, 
Holding th' eternal fpirit 'gainft her will 
In the vile prifon of aiEicTed breath. 
I pr'ythee, Lady, go away with me. 

Conjî. Lo, now, now fee the iffue of your peace. 

K.Phil. Patience, goodLady; comfort, gentleCoa- 
fiance. 

Conjï. No, I defy ail counfel and redrefs, 
jBut that which ends ail counfel, true redrefs, 
X)eath, Death ; oh amiable» lovely Death ! 
Thou odorîferous ftench, found rottennefs, 
Arife fortb from thy couch of lafting night, 
Thou hate and terror to profperity, 
And I will kifs thy deteftable bones ; 
And put my eye-balls in thy vauîty brows ; 
And ring thefe fingers with thy houfhold-worms ; 
And flop this gap of breath with fulfome duft, 
And be a carrion monrter like thyfelf ; 
Corne, grin on me, and I will think thou fmiTffc, 
And kifs thee as thy wife ; mifery's love, 

corne to me 1 * 

K.PbiL O fatr affliction, peace. 

Conjl. No, no, I will not, having breath to cry; 
" Ô that my tongue were in the thunder's mouth ! 
Then with a palfion I would fhake the world, 
And roufe from fleep that fell anatomy, 
Wliich cannot hear a lady's fetble voice, 
And fcoms a modem invocation. 

PanJ. Lady, you utter madnefs, and not forrotf» 

Confi. Thou art not holy to bely me fo ; 

1 am not mad ; this hair I tear is mine \ 

My namc is Confiance, I was GefFrey's wife t 
Young Aithur is my fon, and he is loft ! 
î am not mad • I would to heaven I were £ 
For tlisn. 'tis like I fhould forget myfelf.. 
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Oh, if I could, what grief ftiould I forget ! # 

I am not mad ; too well, too well I feel 

The diff'rent plague of each calamity. f 

And, Father Cardinal, I have heard you fay, 

That we fhall fee and know our friends in heav'n; 

If that be, I ihail fee my boy again. 

For fïnce the birth of Cain, the firft maie child, 

To him that did but yefterday fufpire, 

There was not fuch à gracious créature born. 

But now will canker forrow eat my bud, 

And chafe the native beauty from his cheek ; 

And he will look as hollow as a ghoft ; 

As dim and meagre as an ague's fit ; 

And fo he '11 die : and, rifîng fo again, 

When I fhall meet him in the court of heav'r*, 

I fhall not know him ; therefore never, never, 

Muft I behold my pretty Arthur more. 

Pand. You hold too heinous a refpect of grief» 

* ftiould I forget! 

Preach fome*phtlofophy to make me mad, 
And thou (hait be canoniz'd, Cardinal. 
For, being not mad, but fenfible of grief, 
My reafonable part produces reafon 
How I may be deliver'd of thefc woes, 
And teaches me to kill or hang myfelf. 
If I were mad, I ftiould forget my forr, 
Or madly thmk a babe of clouts were he. 
I am not mad, &c. 

-f — — — each calamity. 

K. Ph'tl Bind up thofe trèfles. O, what love I nott 
In the fuir multitude of thofe herhairs; 
"Whe-re but by chance a filver drop hath falPn, 
Ev'n to that drop ten thoufand wiery friends 
Do glew themfelves in fociablc grief ; 
T.ike true, infeparable, faithful love^ 
Sticking togetber in calamity. 

Conft- To England, if you will. 

K. Phïl. Bind up your hairs. 

Confl. Yes, that I will ; and wherefore wilîj do itf 
ï tore them from their bonds, and cry'd aloud, 
O, that thefe hands could fo redeem my fon, 
As ihey have giv'n thefe hairs their liberty ! 
But now I envy at their liberty, 
And wiii again commit them to their bonds f 
Becaufe my poor child is a prifonep» 
And, jfather Cardinal, &c» 



Digitized by G00gle 
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Conji. He talks to me that never had a fon. • 

K. Pkil. You are as fond of grief as of your child. 
Conft. Grief fills the room up of my abfent child j 

Lies in his bed, walks up and down with me ; 

Puts on his pretty looks, repeats his words,. 

Remembers me of ail his gracious parts ; 

Stuffs out his vacant garments with his form j 

Then have I reafon to be fond of grief. 

Fare you well ; had you fuch a lofs as I, 

I could give better comfort than you do, 

I will not keep this form upon my head, 

[Tearing off her bead-cloath. 

When there is fuch diforder in my wit. 

O Lord, my boy, my Arthur, my fair fon ! 

My Hfe, my joy, my food, my ail the world ! 

My widow-comfort, and my forrow^s cure ! \_ Exif. 

K. Phil. I fear fome outrage, and I '11 foliow her. [ExH. 

SCENE VII. 

Lewis. There 's nothing in this world can make me 

j°y; 

• Life is as tedious as a twice-told taie, 

.« Vexing the dull ear of a drowfy man.' 

A bitter fhame hath fpoilt the fweet world's tafte r 

That it yields nought but lhame and bitternefs. 

Pand. Before the curing of a ftrong difeafe» 
Ev'n in the inftant of repair and health, 
The fit is ftrongeft : evils thattake leave^ 
On their departure, moft of ail (hew evil. 
What have you loft by lofing of this day ? 

Lenvis. Ail days of glory, joy, and happinefs. 

Pand. If you had won it, certainly you had. 
No, no ; when Fortune means to men moft good». 
She looks upon them with a threat'ning eye. 
Tis ftrange to think how much King John hath loft 
In this, which he accounts fo clearly won. 
Are not you griev'd that Arthur is his prifoner ? 

Lewis. As heartily as he is glad he hath hinn 

Pand. Your mind is ail as youthful as your blood» 
Now hear me fpeak with a prophétie fpirit ; 
For ev'n the breath of what I mean to fpeak 
Shall blow each duft* each-ftraw^ eachiixtle xub> 
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Se. 7. King John. * 355 

Out of the path whîch (hall directly lead 
Thy foot to England's throne : and therefore mark. 
John hath feiz'd Arthur, and it cannot be 
That whilft warm life plays in that infant's veins, 
The mifplac'd John fhould entertain an hour, 
A minute, nay, one quiet breath, of reft. 
A feeptre fnatch'd with an unruly hand, 
Muft be as boift'roufly maintain'd as gain'd. 
" And he that ftands upon a flipp'ry place, 
" Makes nice of no vile holdto ftay him up." 
That John may ftand, then Arthur needs muft fall; 
So be it, for it cannot be but fo. 

Lewis. But what (hall I gain by young Arthur's fall ? 
Pand. You, in the right of Lady Blanch your wife, 
\l&y then make ail the ciaim that Arthur did. 
Lewis. And lofe it, life and ail, as Arthur did. 
Pand. How green you are, and frefli in this old 
world ! 

John lays you plots ; the times confpire with you ; 
For he that fteeps his fafety in true blood, 
Shall find but bloody fafety and untrue. 
** This a&, fo evilly born, (hall cool the heart* 
t€ Of ail his people, and freeze up their zeal ; 
• c That no fo fmall advantage mail ftep forth 

To check his reign, but they will cherifh it. 
" No nat'ral exhalation in the fky, 
•* No 'feape of nature, no diftemper'd day, 
" No common wind, no euftomed event, 

But they will pluck away its nat'ral caufe, 
*' And call them meteors, prodigies, and figns, 
" Abortives, and prefages, tonga.es ofheav'n 
" Plainly denouncing vengeance upon John." 

Lewis. May be he will not touch young Arthur's 
life ; 

But hold himfelf fafe in his prifonment. 

Pand* O Sir, when he (hall hear of your approach, 
If that young Arthur be not gone already, 
Ev'n at this news he dies : and then the heartg 
Of ail his people (hall revolt from him, 
And kifs the lfps of unacquainted change ; 
And pick ftrong matter of revolt and wrath* 
Out of the bloody fingersl ends of John* 
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Mcthinks I fee thîs hurly ail on foot; 
And O, what better matter breeds for you 

Than I have nam'd ! The baftard Faulconbridge 

Is now in England, ranfacking the church, 
OfFending charity. If but tvvelve French 
Were there in arms, they wouîd be as a call 
To train ten thoufand Englifli to their flde ; 
Or, as a little fnow, tumbled about, 
Anon becomes a mountain. Noble Dauphin, 
Go with me to the king : 'ris wonderful 
What may be wrought out of their difcontent. 
Now that their fouis are top-full of offence, 
For England go ; I will whet on the King. 

Leivh. Strong reafon makes ftrong a<5Hons : let us go ; 
If you fay Ay 9 the King will not fay A^. [ExeunU 

A C T IV. SCENE I. 

Changes to England.' 

A prifon. 

Enter Hubert and Executionert. 

Hub.X TEat me thefe irons hot, and look thou ftand 

11 Within the arras ; when I ftrike my foot 
Upon the bofom of the ground, rufh forth ; 
And bind the boy which you mail find with me, 
Faft to the chair : be heedful ; hence, and watch. 

Exe. I hope your warrant will bear out the deed. 

Hub. Uncleanly fcruples ! fear not you ; look to't.— 
Young lad, come forth ; I have to fay with you. 

Enter Arthur. 

Art h. Good-morrow, Hubert. 

Hub. Good morrow, little Prince. 

Art h. As little prince (having fo great a title 
To be more prince) as may be. You are fad* 

Hub. Indeed I have been merrier. 

Artb. Mercy en me ! 
Methînks no body fhould be fad but I ; 
Yet I remember when I was in France, 
Young gentlemen would be as fad as night a 
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On! y for wantonnefs. By m y chriilendom, 

So were I out of prifon, and kept fheep, 

I fhould be as merry as the day is long. 

And fo I would be here, but that I doubt 

My uncle praftifes more harm to me. 

He is afraid of me, and I of him. 

ïs it m y fault that I was GefFrey's fon ? 

Indeed it is not ; and I would to heav'n 

I were your fon, fo you would love me, Hubert. 

Hub. If I talk to him, with his innocent prate 
He will awake my mercy, which lies dead ; 
Therefore I will be fudden and difpatch. [Afide. 

Arth. Are you (ick, Hubert ! you look pale to-day; 
In footh I wou'd you were a little fick, 
That I might fit ail night and watch with you. 
Alas, I love you more than you do me. 

Hub. His words do take pofTeffion of my bofom. 

Read here, young Arthur [Shewing a paper* 

How now, foolifh rheum, [AJide, 

Turning dif-piteous nature out of door 1 

I rauft be brief, left refolution drop 

Out at mine eyes in tender womanifli tears. — — 

Can you not read it ? is it not fair writ ? 

Arth. Too fairly, Hubert, for fo foui effeft. 
Muft you with irons burn out both mine eyes ? 

Hub. Young boy, J muft. 

Arth. And will you ? 

Hub. And I will. 

Arth. Have you the heart ? When your head did but 
I knit my handkerchief about your brows ; [ake, 
The beft I had, a princefs wrought it me, 
And I did never afk it you again ; 
And with my hand at midnight held your head ; 
And, like the watchful minutes to the hour, 
Still and anon chear'd up the heavy time, 
Saying, What lack you ? and, Where lies your grief ? 
Or, What good love may I perform for you ? 
Many a poor man's fon would have lain ftiJl, 
And ne'er have fpoke a loving word to you ; 
But you at your îick fervice had a prince. 
Nay, you may think my love was crafty love, 
Attd call it cunning. Do, an if you will : 
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lf Hcav'n be pleas'd that you muft ufe me ill, 

Why then, you muft Will you put out raine eyes 

Thefe eyes that never did, nor never mail 
So much as frown on you. 

Hub. l 've fworn to do it; 
And with hot irons muft I burn them out. * 

Arth. Oh I if an angel fhouJd have cometo me, 
Andtold me, Hubert ftiould put out mine eyes, 
I would not have believ'd a tongue 'bate f Hubert. 

Hub. Corne forth ; do as I bid you. 

[Stamps, and the men enter. 

Art h. O fave me, Hubert, fave me ! my eyes are out, 
Ev'n with the tierce looks of thefe bloody men. 

Hub. Give me the iron, I fay, and bind him here. 

Art h. Alas ! what need you be fo boift'rous-rough ? 
I will not ftruggle, I will ftand ftone-ftill. 
For Heav'n's fake, Hubert, let me not be bound. 
Nay, hear me, Hubert ; drive thefe men away, 
And I will Gt as quiet as a lamb. 
I wiJl not ftir, nor wince, nor fpeak a word, 
Nor look upon the iron angrily : 
Thnrft but thefe men away, and I '11 forgive you, 
Whatever torment you do put me to. 

Hub. Go, ftand within ; let me alone with him. 

Exe . I am beft pleas'd to be from fuch a deed. 

[Exeunt. 

Artb. Alas, I then have chid away my friend; 
He hath a ftern look, but a gentle heart ; 
«Let him corne back, that his compaflion may 
Give life to your's. 

Hub. Corne, boy, prépare yourfelf. 

Art h. Is there no remedy ? 

Hub. None, but to lofe your eyes. 

• , b urn them out. 

Arth. Ah, none but hï this iron âge would d >it. 
*The iron of itfelf, thnugh heat red-hot, 
Approaching near thefe eyes, would drink my tcars, 
And quench its fiery indignation, 
Even in the matter of mine innocence: 
Nay, after that, confume away in ruft, 
But for containing fire to harni mine eye. 
Are you more ftubborn-hard than hammer'd iro»!" 
Oh ! if an angel, &c. 

f i. e. abatc cr diiparage. 



Digitized by G00gle 



Se. i. Klng John. 337 

Arth. O Heav'n ! that there were but a moth in your's, 
A grain, a duffc, a gnat, a wand'ring hair, 
Any annoyance in that precious fenfe : 
Then, feeling what fmall things are boift'rous there, 
Your vile intent rauft needs feem horrible. 

Hub. Is this your promife ? go to, hold your 
tongue. # 

Arth. Let me not hold my tongue ; let me not,"Hu- 
Or, Hubert, if you will, eut out my tongue, [bert : 
So I may keep mine eyes. O fpare mine eyes ! 
Though to no ufe, but ftill to look on you. 
L,o, by my troth, the infiniment is cold, 
Ànd would not harm me. 

Hub. I can heat it, boy. 

Arth. No, in good footh, the lire is dead with grief, 
Being create for comfort, to be us'd 
Iti undeferv'd extrêmes : fee elfe yourfelf, 
There is no malice in this burning coal ; 
The breath of Heav'n hath blov/n its fpirit out, 
And ftrew'd repentant afhes on its head. 

Hub. But with my breath I can revive it, boy. f 

Arth. AU things that you fhould ufe to do me wrong, 
Deny their office ; only you do lack 
That mercy whieh fierce lire and iron extend, 
Créatures of note for mercy-lacking ufes. 

Hub. Well, fee to live ; I will not touch thine eye, 
For ail the treafure that thine uncle owns : 
Yet am I fworn ; and I did purpofe, boy, 
With this famé very iron to burn them out. 

Arth. O, now you look like Hubert. Ail this while 
You were difguifed. 

Hub. Peace : no more. Adieu ! 

* — — hold your tongue, 

Arth. Hubert, the utterance of a brace of tongues 
Muft needs want pleading for a pair of eyes : 
Let me not hold, &c. 

f I can revive it, boy. 

Arth. And if you do, you will but make it blufli, 
And glow with ftume of your proceedings Hubert ; 
Nay, it, perchance, will fparkle in your, eyes j 
And, like a dog that is compelTd to fight, 
Snatch at his mafter that doth tarre him on. 
Ail things, &c. 

Vol. III. F f 
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Your uncle muft not know but you are dead. 
l 'H fill thefe dogged fpies with falfe reports : 
And, pretty child, fleep doubtlefs, and fecure, 
That Hubert, for the wealth of ail the world, 
Will not offend thee. 

Jrth. O Heav'n! I thank you, Hubert. 

Hub. Silence, no more ; go cJofely in with me. 
Much danger do I undergo for thee. [Exeunt. 

S C E N E II. 

Changes to the court of England. 

Enter King John, Pembroke, Salifbury, and other Lords. 

K. John. Hère once again we fit, once again crown'd, 
And look'd upon, I hope, with chearful eyes. 

Pemb. This once again, but that your Highnefs 
pleas'd, 

Was once fuperfluous. You were crown'd before, 
And that high royalty was ne'er pluck'd off : 
The faiths of men ne'er ftained with revolt : 
Frefli expeclâtion troubled not the land 
With any long'd-for change, or'better ftate. 

Sal. Therefore to be pofTefs'd with double pomp, 
To guard a title that was rich before ; 
*« To gild refined gold, to paint the lily, 
€e To throw a perfume on the violet, 
" To fmooth the ice, or add another hue 
€C Unto the rainbow, or with taper-light 
'« To feek the beauteous eye of heav'n to garnifti." 
Is wafteful and ridiculous excefs. 

Pemb. But that your Royal pleafure muft be done, 
This act is as an ancient taie new told, 
And in the laft repeating troublefome ; 
Being urged at a time unfeafonable. 

Sal. " In this the antique and well-noted face 
«' Of plain old form is much disfigured; 
«' And, like a fhifted wind unto a fail, 
4t It makes the conrfe of thoughts to fetch about; 
«« Startles and frights confédération ; 
«' Makes found opinion fick, and truth fufpeûed, 
" For putting on fo new a fafhion'd robe." 
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Pemh. When workmen ftrive to do better than well, 
They do confound their fkill in covetoufhefs * ; 
And oftentimes exeufing of a fault 
Doth make the fault the worfe by the exeufe : 
As patches fet upon a littJe breach, 
Difcredit more in hiding of the flaw, 
Than did the fîaw before it was fo patch 'd. 

Sa/. To this effecT:, before )'0u were new-crown'd, 
We breath'd our counfel ; but it pleas'd your Highnefs 
To overbear it ; and we 're ail well pleas'd ; 
Since ail and every part of what we would, 
Muft make a ftand at what your Highnefs will. 

K. John. Some reafons of this double coronation 
I have poflefs'd you with, and think them fîrong ; 
And more, more ftrong (the leffer is my fear) 
I mail endue you with : mean time, but afk 
What you would have reform'd, that is not well, 
And well {hall you perceive how willingly 
I will both hear and grant you your requefts. 

Pemb, Then I, as one that am the tongue of thefe r 
To found f the purpofes of ail their hearts, 
(Both for myfelf and them ; but chief of ail, 
Your fafety; for the which, myfelf and they 
Bend their beft. ftudies), heartily requeft 
Th'infranchifement of Arthur; whofe reftraint 
Doth move the murm'ring lips of difeontent 
To break into this dang'rous argument. 
If what in reft you have, in right you hold, 
Why (hou'd your fears (which, as they fay, attend 
The fteps of wrong) then move you to mew up 
Your tender kinfman, and to choke his days 
With barb'rous ignorance, and deny his youth 
The rich advantage of good exercife ? 
That the time's enemies may not have this 
To grâce occafions, let it be our fuit, 
That you have bid us a/k his liberty ; 
Which for our good we do no further afk, 
Than whereupon our weal, on you depending* 
Counts it your weal, that he have liberty. 

* i. e. coveting to reach a higher excellence, 

t found forth, or Jeclare. 

F f 2 
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King John» 



Enter Hubert. 

K. John. Let it be fo ; I do commit his youth 
To your direction. Hubert, what news with you ? 

{The King goes afide nvith Hubert. 
Pemh. This is the man fliould do the bloody deed: 
Ke fhew'd his warrant to a friend of mine. 
The image of a wicked heinous fault 
Lives in his eye ; that clofe afpeét of his 
Does fhew the mood of a much-troubled breaft. 
-And I do fearfully believe 'tis done, 
What we fo fear'd he had a charge to do. 

Stil. The colour of the King doth come and go, 
Between his purpofe and his confcience, 
Like heralds 'twixt two dreadful battles fent : 
His paflion is fo ripe it needs muft break. 

Pemb. And when it breaks, I fear, will iflue thencc 
The foui corruption of a fweet child's death. 

K. John. We cannot hold Mortality's ftrong hand. 
Good Lords, although my will to give is living, 
The fuitwhich you demand is gone, and dead. 
Ke tells us, Arthur is deceas'd to-night. 

Sa/. Indeed we fear'd his ficknefs was paft cure. 
Pe?nb. Indeed we heard how ncar his death he was, 
Before the child himfelf felt he was (ick* 
This muft be anfwér'd either here or hence. 

K. John. Why do you bend fuch folemn brows on me ? 
Think you I bear the fhears of deftiny ? * 
Iiiive I commandment on the pulfe of life ? 

Sa/. It is apparent foui play, and 'tis fliame 
That greatnefs fhould fo grofsly ofFer it : 
So thiive it in your game, and fo farewel ! 

Pemb. Stay yet, Lord Salifbury, I'H gowiththee, 
And find th'inheritance of this poor child, 
His little kingdom of a forced grave. 
That blood which own'd the l)readth of ail this ifle, 
Tîrree foot of it doth hold ; bad world the while ! 
This muft not be thus borne ; this will break out 
To ail our forrows, and ère long, I doubt. [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. Enter a Mefenger. 

K. John. They burn in indignation; I repenti 
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There is no fure foundation fet on blood • 

No certain life atchiev'd by others' death 

A fearful eye thou haft ; where is that blood, 

[To the Mejfenger. 
That I have feen inhabit in thofe cheeks ? 
So foui a fky clears^hot without a ftorm ; 
Pour down thy weather. How goes ail in France ? 

Mejf. From France to England never fuch a power, 
For any foreign préparation, 
Was levy'd in the body of a land. 
The copy of your fpeed is learn'd by them : 
For when you fhould be told they do prépare, 
The tidings corne that they are ail arriv'd. 

K. John. O, where hath our intelligence been drunk? 
"Where hath it flept ? where is my mother's care ? 
That fuch an army fhould be drawn in France, 
And fhe not hear of it ? 

Mejf. My Liège, lier ear 
Is ftopt with duft ; the firft of April dy'd 
Your noble mother ; and, as I hear, my Lord, 
The Lady Confiance in a frenzy dy'd 
Three days before : but this from rumour's tongue 
I idlely heard ; if true or fa)fe,. I know not. 

K. John. With-hold thy fpeed, dreadful occafion ! 
O make a league with me, till I have pleas'd 
My difeontented peers. What ! mother dead ? 
How wildly then walks my eflate in France ? 
Under whofe conduit came thofe powers of France, 
That thou for truth giv'ft out are landed here l 
Mejf. Under the Dauphin. 

Enter Faulconbridge, and Peter of Pomfret, 

K. John. Thou haft made me giddy 
With thefe ill tidings. Now, what fays the world 
To your proceedings ? Do not feek to ftuff 
My head with more ill news, for it is full. 

Faulc. But if you be afraid to hear the worft, 
Then let the worfl unheard fall on your head. 

K. John. Bear with me, coufin ; for I was amaz'd 
Under the tide ; but now I breathe again 
Aloft the flood, and can give audience 
To any tongue^ fpeak it of what it wili» 
F f 3 



Digitized by G00gle 



j 4 2 King John. A& x*+ 

Faute. Hotf I have fped among the clergymen,. 
The iams I have colketed fhall exprefs. 
But as I travcll'd hither through the land, 
I find the people flrangely fantafied ; 
Poffefs'd with rumours, full of idie dreams ; 
Not knowing what they fear, but Full of fear. 
And here's a prophet that I brought with me 
From forth the ftreets of Pomfret, whom I found 
AVith rrany hundreds treading on his heels : ^ 
To whom he fung in rude harfh-founding rhimes, 
That ère the next Afcenfion day at noon, 
your Highnefs fhould deliver up your crown. 

K. John. Thou idledreamer, whereforedid'ftthoufof 
Peter. Forcknowing that the truth wiU fall out fa. 
A". John. Hubert, away with hira, imprifon hira» 
And on that day at noon whereon he fays 
I fhall yield up my crown, let hira be hang'd. 
Deliver him to fafety, and return, 

For I muft ufe thee. ■ O my gentle coufin, 

{Exit Hubert, nuith Peter. 
Hear'fr. thou the news abroad, who are arriv'd ? 

Faute. The French, my Lard ; mens' mouths are full 
Eefides, I met Lord Bigot and Lord Sâlifbury, [of iu. 
With eyes as red as new-enkindled fire, 
And others more, going to feek the grave 
Of Arthur, who, they fay, is kill'd to-night 
On your fuggeftion. 

IC John. Gentle kinfman, go 
And thrufl thyfelf into their company^ 
I have a way to win their loves again : 
Brin g them before me. 

Fanlc. I will feek them out. 

K . John. Nay,but make hafte : the better fbot before 
O, let me have no fubject enemies, 
Whcn adverfe foreigners affright my towns 
With dreadful pornp of ftout invafion. 
Be Mercury, fet feathers to thy heels ; 
And fly, îike thought, from them to me again. 

Faulc. The fpirit of the time (hall teach me fpee(T. 

lExit. 

K. John. Spoke Iike a fprightful noble gentleman, 
Go after him^ for he perhaps fhall need 
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Some meflenger betwixt me and the Peers ; 
And be thou he. 

Mejf. With ail my heart, my Liège, [£x/7.. 

K. John. My mother dead ! 

SCENE IV. Enter Hubert. 

Hub. My Loid, they fay five nioons were feen to- 
Four fixed, and the fifth did whirl about [night: 
Xhe other four in wond'rous motion. 

K. John. Five moons ? 

Hub. Old men and beldanis, in the ftreets, 
Do prophefy upon it dangeroufly. 
Young Arthur's death is common in their mouths; 

* And when they talk of him, they fhake their heads, 

* And whifperone another in the ear. 

* And he that fpeaks doth gripe the hearer's wrift, 

* Whilft he that hears makes fearful aclion 

* With wrinkled brows, with nods, with rolling eyes-' 
«• I faw a fmith ftand with his hammer, thus, 

* The whilft his iron did on the anvil cool, 

* With open mouth fwallowing a tailor's news ; 

* Who with his fhears and meafure in his hand y 
' Standing on flippers, which his nimble hafte 

* Had falfely thruft upon contrary feet» 

* Told of a many thoufand warlike French 
4 That were embattled and rank'd in Kent. 
' Another lean, unwafh'd artificer, 

« Cuts ofF his taie, and talks of Arthur's death.* 
K. John. Why feek'ft thou to poflefs me with thefe 

Why urgeft thou fo oft young Arthur's death ? [fears.? 

Thy hand hath murder'd him : I had a eaufe 

To wifli him dead, but thou hadft none to kill him. 
Hub. Had none, my Lord ? why, did you not pro- 
voke me ? 

K. John. * " It is the curfe of Kings, to be attended 
By {laves that take their humours for a warrant, 
•« To break into the bloody houfe of life : 
*« And, on the winking of authority, 
** To underftand a law ; to know the meaning 

* This plainly hints at Davidfon's cafe, in the aflfair of Many 
Queen of Scots ; and fo muft have been infertcd long after tfia 
firft reprçfentatiou. 
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«« Of dang'rous majefty ; when, perchance, it frowns 
l ( More upon humour, than advis'd refpecl:." 

Hub. Hère is your hand and féal for what I did. 

K. John. Oh, when the laft account 'twixt hea?'a 
and'earth 

Is to be made, then {hall this hand and féal 
Witnefs againft us to damnation. 
" How oft the fight of means to do ill deeds, 
" Makes deeds ill done ? for hadft not thou been by, 
«' A fellow by the hand of Nature mark'd, 
" Quoted, and fign'd to do a deed of fhame, 
" This murther had not corne into my mind.** 
But taking note of thy abhorr'd afpecî:, 
Finding thee fit for bloody villany, 
Apt, liable to be employ'd in danger, 
I faintly broke with thee of Arthur's death. 
And thou, to be endeared to a King, 
Mad'ft it no confcience to deftioy a Prince. 
Hub. My Lord 

K. John . " Hadft thou but ftiook thy head, or made t 
" When I fpake darkly what I purpofed ; [paufe, 
" Or turn'd an eye of doubt upon my face, 
" Or bid me tell my taie in exprefs words ; 
" Deep ftiame had ftruck me dumb, made me break 
off, 

" And thofe thy fears might hâve wrought fears il 

But thou didft underftand me by my figns, [me»'*. 

And didft in figns again parley with fin ; 

Yea, without ftop, didft let thy heart confent, 

And confequently thy rude hand to act 

The deed, which both our tongues held vile to name.— » 

Out of my fight, and never fee me more ! 

My Nobles leave me, and my ftate is brav'd, 

Ev'n at my gâtes, with ranks of foreign pow'rs; 

Nay, in the body of this flefhly land, 

This kingdom, this confine of blood and breath, 

Hoftility and civil tumult reigns, 

Between my confcience, and my coufin's death. 

Huit. Arm you againft your other enemies, 
I '11 make a peace between your foui and you, 
• Young Arthur is alive : this hand of mine 
la yet a maiden, and an innocent hand, ; 
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Not paînted with the crimfon fpots of blood. 
Within this bofom never enter'd yet 
The dreadful motion of a murderer's thought. 
And you have flander'd nature in my form ; 
Which, howfoever rude exteriorly, 
Is yet the cover of a fairer mind, 
Than to be butcher of an innocent child. 

K. John. Doth Arthur live ? O hafte thee to the Peert> 
Throw this report on their incenfed rage, 
And make them tame to their obédience. 
Forgive the comment tliat my paflion made 
Upon thy feature, for my rage was blind ; 
And foui imaginary eyes of blood 
Prefented thee more hideous than thou art. 
Oh, anfwer not, but to my clofet bring 
The angry Lords with ail expédient hafte. 
I conjure thee but flowly : run more faft. \ExeunU 

S C E N E V. A Jlreet hefore a prifon. 
Enter Arthur on the nualls difguis'i. 

Art h. The wall is high, and yet will I leap down. 
Good ground, be pitiful, and hurt me not ! 
There 's few or none do know me : if they did, 
This ftiip-boy's femblance hath difguis'd me quite. 
I am afraid, and yet I '11 venture it. 
If I get down, and do not break my limbs, 
I '11 find a thoufand fhifts to get away : 
As good to die, and go ; as die, and ftay. \Lcaps clown. 
Oh me ! my uncle's fpirit is in thefe ftones : 
Heav'n take my foui, and England keep my bones ! 

Enter Pembroke, Salifbury, and Bigot. 

Sal. Lords, I will meet him at St Edmondfbury ; . 
It is our fafety ; and we muft embrace 
This gentle offer of the perilous time. 

Pemb. Who brought that letter from the Cardinal? 

S al. The Count Melun, a Noble Lord of France» 
Whofe private with me of the Dauphin's love 
Is much more gen'ral than thefe lines import # . 

f i e . whofe private account, of the Dauphin's aflê&ion tc^ 
our cauiè, is much more ample than the letter*. Mr Pof e. 
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Bigot. To-morrow morning let us meet him then. 

Sal. Or rather then fet forward, for 'twill be 
Two long days' journey, Lords, or e'er we meet. 

Enter Faulconbridge. 

Taule. Once more to-day well met, diitemper'd Lords ; 
The King by me requefts your prefence ftrait. 

Sal. The King hath difpoffefs'd himfelf of us; 
We will not line his thin, beftained cloak 
With our pure honours : nor attend the foot 
That leaves the print of blood where-e'er it walks. 
Return, and tell him fo : we know the worft. 

Faulc. Whate'er you think, good words, I think, 
were beft. 

Sal. Our griefs, and not our mânners, reafon now. 
Faulc. But there is little reafon in your grief ; 
Therefore 'twere reafon you had manners now. 
Pemb. Sir, Sir, impatience hath its privilège. 
Faulc. 'Tis true, to hurt its mafter, no man elfe. 
Sal. This is the prifon : what is he lies here ? 

\_Seeing Arthur. 

Pemb. O Death, made proud with pure and princely 
The earth had not a hole tohide this deed. [beautyi 

Sal. Murder, as hating what himfelf hath done, 
Doth lay it open to urge on revenge. 

Bigot. Or when he doom'd this beauty to the glaive, 
Found it too precious princely for a grave. 

Sal. Sir Richard, what think you? Have you beheld, 
Or have you read, or heard, or could you think, 
Or do you almoft think, although you fee, 
What you do fee ? could thought, without this objetf, 
Form fuch another ? 'Tis the ver y top, 
The height, the creft, or creft unto the creft 
Of Murder's arms ; this is the bloodieft fhame, 
The wilcfeft favag'ry, the vileft ftroke, 
That ever wall-ey'd wrath, or ftaring rage, 
Prefented to the tears of foft remqrfe. 

Pemb. Ail murders paft do ftand excus*d in this ; 
And this fo foie, and fo unmatchable, 
Shall give a holinefs, a purity, 
To the yet -unbegotten fins of time ; 
Aûd prove a deadJy bloodfhed but a jeft, 
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Faulc, It is a damned and a bloody work, 
The gracelefs aétion of a heavy hand ; 
IF that it be the work of any hand. 

Sa/. If that it be the work of any hand ? 
We had a kind of light, what would enfue. 
It is the fliameful work of Hubert 's hand, 
The practice and the purpofe of the King : 
From whofe obédience I forbid my foui, 
Kneeling before this ruin of fweet life, 
And breathing to this breathlefs excellence 
The incenfe of a vow, a holy vow ! 
Never to tafte the pleafures of the world, 
Never to be infecled with delight, 
Nor converfant with eafe and idlenefs, 
Till I have fet a glory to this hand, 
!By giving it the worfhip of revenge. 



SCENE VI. Enter Hubert. 

Hub. Lords, I am hot with hafte in feeking you ; 
Arthur doth live, the King hath fent for you. 

Sol. Oh, he is bold, and blufhes not at death ; 
Avaunt, thou hateful villain, get thee gone ! 

Hub. I am no villain. 

Sa/. Muft I rob the law ? [Draiving bis fword. 

Faulc. Your fword is bright, Sir, put it up again. 

Sa/. Not till I fheath it in a murderer's ikin. 

Hub. Stand back, Lord Salifbury, fland back, I fay ; 
By Heav'n, I think my fword 's as (harp as your's. 
I would not have you, Lord, forget yourfelf, 
Nor tempt the danger of my true defence ; 
Left I, by marking of your rage, forget 
Your worth, your greatnefs, and nobility. 

Bigot. Out, dunghill ! dar'ft thou brave a Nobleman ? 

Hub. Not for my life; but yet I dare défend 
My innocent life againft an Emperor, 

Sa/. Thou art a murd'rer. 

Hub. Do not r>rove*ne fo; 
Yet I am none. Whofe tongue foe'er fpeaks falfe^ 
Not truly fpeaks j who fpeaks not uuly, lye$. 




Our fouis religioufly confirm thy Words. 
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Pemb. Cut hîm to pièces. 

Faulc. Keep the peace, I fay. 

Sal. Stand by, or I (hall gaul you, Faulconbridge. 

taule. Thou wert better gaul the devil, Salifbury. 
If thou but frown on me, or ftir thy foot, 
Or teach thy hafty fpleen to do me fhame, 
I '11 ftrike thee dead. Put up thy fword betime, 
Or Pli fo maul you ; and your tofting-iron, 
That you fhall think the devil is corne from hell. 

Bigot. What will you do, renowned Faulconbridge ? 
Second a villain, and a murderer \ 

Hub. Lord Bigot, I am none. 

Bigot. Who kill'd this Prince ? 

Hub. Tis not an hour fince I left him well : 
I honour'd him, I lov'd him, and will weep • 
My date of life out, for his (weet life's lofs. 

Sal. Truft not thofe cunning waters of his eyeô, 
For villany is not without fuch à rheum ; 
And he, long traded in it, makes it feera 
Like rivers of remorfe and innocence. 
Away with me, ail you whofe fouis abhor 
TV uncleanly favour of a flaughter-houfe, 
For I am ftifled with the fmell of'fin. 

Bigot. Away tow'rd Bury, to the Dauphin there. 

Pemb. There, tell the King, he may inquire us out. 

[Exeunt Lords. 

SCENE VII. 

Faulc. Here 's a good world ; knew you of this fair 
Beyond the infinité and boundlefs reach [work ? 

Of mercy, if thou didft this deed of death, 
Art thou damn'd, Hubert. 

Hub. Do but hear me, Sir. 

Faulc. Ha ! I'il tell thee what, 

Thou 'rt damn'd fo black nay, nothîng is fo black; 

Thou art more deep damn'd than Prince Lucifer. 

There is not yet fo ugly a fiend of hell 

As thou malt be, if thou didft kill this child. 

Hub. Upon my foui 

Faulc. If thou didft but confeilt 
To this moft cruel aét, do but defpair," 
And if thou want'ft a cord> the fmalleft thread 
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That ever fpider twifted from her womb, 

"Will ftrangle thee ; a rulh will be a beara 

To hang thee on : or would'ft thou drown thyfelf, 

J?ut but a little water in a fpoon, 

And it (hall be as ail the océan, 

Enough to ftifle fuch a villain up. 

I do fufpett thee very grievoufly. 

Hub. If I in act, confent, or fin of thought, 
Be guilty of the ftealing that fweet breath, 
"Which was embounded in this beauteous clay, 
Let hell want pains enough to torture me ! 
I left him well. 

Faulc . Go, bear him in thine arms. 
I am amaz'd, methinks, and lofe my way 
«Araong the thorns and dangers of this world. 
How eafy doft thou take ail England up ! 
From forth this morfel of dead royalty, 
The life, the right, and truth of ail this realm 
Is fled to heav'n ; and England now is left 
To tug and fcramble, and to part by th' teeth " 
The un-owed intereft of proud-fwelling ftate. 
Now for the bare-pick'd bone of Majefty, 
Doth dogged War briftle his angry creft, 
And fnarleth in the gentle eyes of Peace. 
Now pow'rs from home and difeontents at home 
Meet in one line : and vaft confufion waits 
{As doth a raven on a fick, fall'n beaft) 
The imminent decay of wrefted pomp. 
Now happy he whofe cloak and cincture can 
Hold out this tempeft. Bear away the child, 
And follow me with fpeed ; I '11 to the King ; 
A thoufand bufinefTes are brief at hand, 
And heav'n itfelf doth frown upon the land. 



♦ 
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A C T V. S C E N* E I. 

The court of-Engïand, 

Enter King John, PanduJph, and Attendants, 

K, John, r | ^Hus I haye yielded up into your hand 
X The circle of my glory. 

[Giving the cro<wn, 

Pand. Take again 
From this my hand, as holding of the Pope, 
Your fovereign greatnefs and authority. 

K. John, Now keep your holy word ; go meet the 
French, 

And froni his Holinefs ufe aJI your power 
To flop the marches 'fore we are inflam'd. 
Our difeontented counties do revolt ; 
Our people quarrel with obédience ; 
Swearing allegiance, and the love of ibul, 
To ft ranger blood, to foreign royalty ; 
This inundation of miftemper'd humour 
Refis by yoù only to be qualify'd. 
Then paufe nôt ; for the prefent time's fo fîck, 
That prefent medicine muft be miniftred, 
Or overthrow incurable enfues. 

Pand, It was my breath that blew this tempeft up, 
Upon your fluhborn ufage of the Pope : 
But fince you are a gentle convertite, 
JVIy tongue (hall hum again this ftorm of war ; 
.And make fair weather in your bluft'ring land. 
On this l Afcenfion-day, remember well, 
TJpon your oath of fenice to the Pope, 
<Jo I to make the French lay down their arms. [Exit. 

K, John, Is*this Afcenfion-day ? did not the prophet 
Say, that before Afcenfion-day at noon 
My crovvn I (hould give off ? Even fo I have. 
I did fuppofe it fhould be on conftraint ; 
But, heav'n be thank'd, it is but voluntary. 

Enter Faulconbridge. 

Faulc, Ail Kent hath yielded, nothing there holds out 
J3ut Dover caille : Loadoii hath receiv'd, 
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Like a kînd hoft, the Dauphin and hîs powers. 
Your nobles will not hear you, but are gone 
To ofFer fervice to your enemy ; 
And wild amazement hurries up and down 
The little number of your doubtful fiiends. 

K. John. Would not my Lords return to me agaîn, 
After they heard young Arthur was alive ? 

Faulc. They found hira dead, and caft into thf 
ftreets, 

An empty cafket, where the jewel, life, 

jBy fome damn'd hand was robb'd and ta'en away. 

K. John. That villain Hubert told me he did five. 

Faulc. So on my foui he did, for aught he knew. 
But wherefore do you droop ? why look you fad i 
Be great in a&, as you have been in thought : 
X-et not the world fee fear and fad diftruft 
Govern the motion of a kingly eye : 
Be ftirring as the time ; be fire with lire ; 
Threaten the threat'ner, and outface the brow 
Of bragging horror : fo (hall inferior eyes, 
That borrow their behaviours from the great^ 
Orow great by your example, and put on 
The dauntlefs fpirit of refolution. 
Away, and glifter like the god of war, 
When he intendeth to become the field ; 
Shew boldnefs and afpiring confidence. 
What, fhall they feek the lion in his den, 
And fright him there ? and make him tremble there ? 
Oh, let it not be faid ! Forage, and run 
To meet difpleafure farther from the doors ; 
And grapple with him ère he corne fo nigh. 

K. John. The Legate of the Pope hath been with me, 
And I have made a happy peace with him ; 
And he hath proiuis'd to difmifs the powers 
Led by the Dauphin. 

Faulc. Oh inglorious league ! 
Shall we, upon the footing of our land, 
Send fair-play-orders, and make corapromife, 
InGnuation, parley, and bafe truce, 
To arms invafive ? fhall a beardlefs boy, 
A cocker'd, filken wanton brave our fields> 
And fie/h his fpirit in a warlike foil, 
G g 2 
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Mockîng the air wîth colours idly fpread, 
And find no check ? Let us, my Liège, to arms : 
Perchance the Cardinal can't make your peace ; 
Or if he do, let it at leaft be faid, 
They faw we had a purpofe of defence. 
. K. John. Have thou the ordïing of this prefent time. 
Faute . Away then, with good courage ; y et I know 
t)ur party may well meet a prouder foe. \Excunt. 

SCENE II. Changes to the Dauphin' s camp. 

Enter > in arms, Lewis, Salifbury, Melun, Pembrokc, 
Bigot, and Soldiers. 

Lâwh. My Lord Melun, let this be copîed out, 
And keep it fafe for our remembrance : 
Return the prefident to thefe Lords again, 
That having our fair order written down, 
Both they and we, perufïng o'er thefe notes, 
May know wherefore we took the facraroent, 
And keep our faiths firra and inviolable. 

Sal. Upon our (ides it never {hall be broken. 
And, Noble Dauphin, albeit we fwear 
A voluntary zeal and unurg*d faith 
To your proceedings ; yet believe me, Prince, 
I am not glad that fuch a fore of time 
Shouid feek a plaifter by contemn'd revolt ; 
And heal th* invetrate canker of one wound, 
B£ making many. Oh, it grieves my foui, 
That I muft draw this métal from my fide 
To be a widow-maker : oh, and there, 
Where honourable refeue and defence 
Cries out upon the name of Salifbury. 
But fuch is the infection of the time, 
That, for the health and phyfic of our right, 
We cannot deal but with the very hand 
Of ftern injuftice, and confufed wrong. 
And is 't not pity, oh, my grieved friends ! 
That we the fons and children of this ifle, 
Were born to fee fo fad an hour as this, 
Wherein we ftep after a ftranger-march 
Upon her gentle bofom, and fill up 
Her encmiës ranks l (I muft withdraw and weep 
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Upon the fpot of this enforced caufe) \ 

To grâce the gentry of a land remote, 

And follow unacquainted colours hère \ 

What, here ? O nation, that thou could'ft remove ! 

That Neptune's arms, who clippeth thee about, • 

Would bear thee from the knowledge of thyfelf, 

And grapple thee unto a Pagan more ! 

"Where thefe two Chriftian armies might combine 

The blood of malice in a vein of league, 

And not to fpend it fo unneighbourly. 

Lewis. A noble temper doft thou (hew in this; 
And great affection, wreflling in thy bofom, 
Doth make an earthquake of nobijity. 
Oh, what a noble combat haft thou fought, 
Between compulfion, and a brave refpect ! 
Let me wipe off this honourable dew, 
That filverly doth progrefs on thy cheeks. 
" My heart hath melted at a lady's tears, 
" Being an ordinary inundation : 
" But this effufion of fuch manly drops, 
" This fhow'r blown up by tempeft of the fouî, 
" Startles mine eyes, and makes me more amaz* 
" Than h ad I feen the Vaulty top of heav'n 
" Figur'd quite o'er with burning meteors.'* 
Lift up thy brow, renowned Salifbury, 
And with a great heart heave away this ftorm. 

Commend thefe waters to thofe baby-eyes, 
" That never faw the ^iant world enragM ; 
« * Nor met with fortune, other than at feafts, 
4: Full warm of blood, of mirth, of goflipping." 
Corne, corne ; for thou fhalt thruft thy hand as deep 
Into the purfe of rich profperity, 
As Lewis himfelf ; fo, Nobles, mail you ail, 
That knit your fînews to the ftrength of mine* 

SCENE III. Enter Pandulph. 

And even there methinks an angel fpeeds ; 
Look where the holy Legate cornes apace, 
To give us warrant from the hand of heav'n, 
And on our actions fet the name of right 
Wkh holy breath. 

Pand. Hail> Noble Prince of France ! 

G g 3 
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The next ïs this; King John hath reconcîPd 

Himfelf to Rome ; his fpirit is come in, 

That fo ftood out againft the holy church* 

The çreat metropolis and fee of Rome. 

Therefore thy threat'ning colours now wind up, 

And tame the favage fpirit of wild War ; 

That, like a lion fofter'd up at hand, 

It may lie gently at the root of Peace ; 

And be no further harmful than in fhew. 

Lewis. Your Grâce mail pardon me, I will not back» 
I am too high-born to be propertied, 
To be a fecondary at controul ; 
Or ufeful ferving-man, and inftrument* 
To any fovereign ftate throughout the world. • 
Your breath firft kindled the dead coal of war, 
Between this chaftis'd kingdom and myfelf, 
And brought in matter that fhould feed this lire* 
And now 'tis far too huge to be blown out, 
With that famé weak wind which inkindled it. 
You taught me how to know the face of right, 

Acquaintcd me with int'reft to this îand ; 

Yea, thruft this enterprife into my heart. 

And come you now to tell me John hath made 

His peace with Rome ? what is that peace to me? 
by the honour of my marri age-hed, 

After young Arthur, claim this land for mine. 

And now it is half-conquer'd, muft I back, 

Becaufe that John hath made his peace with Rome? 

Am I Rome's flave ? what penny hath Rome borne*, 

What men provided, what munition fent, 

To underprop this acTion ? Is 't not I 

That undergo this charge ? who elfe but I,. 

And fuch as to my claim are liable, 

Sweat in this bufinefs,. and maintain this war ? 

Have I not heard thefe iflanders fhout out, 

Vivfi le Rcy ! as I have bank'd their towns ? 

Have I not here the. beft cards for the game,. 

To win this eafy match, play'd for a crown ? 

And ihali I now give o'er the yielded fet ? 

^o, on my foui, it neyer mail be faid. 

Pand. You look but on the outfide of this work^. 
I eiw/s... Outfide or infide, I. will not return., 
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Till my atterapt fo much be glorified, 

As to my ample hope was promifed, 

Before I drew this gallaht head of war, 

And culPd thefe fiery fpirits from the world, 

To outlook conqueft, and to win renown 

Ev'n in the jaws of danger, and of death. 

[Trumpet founds* 
"What lufty trumpet thus doth fummon us ? 

SCENE IV. Enter Faulconbridge. 

Faute. According to the fair play of the world, 
Let me have audience. I am fent to fpeak, 
My holy Lord of Milain, from the King. 
I corne to learn how you have dealt for him ; 
And, as you anfwer,.I do know the feope 
And warrant limited unto my tongue. 

Pand. The Dauphin is too wilful-oppofîte, 
And will not temporize with my intreaties. 
He flatly fays he'll not lay down his arms. 
. Faulc. By ail the blood that ever fury breath'd, 
The youth fays well. Now hear our Englifh. King^ 
For thus his Royalty doth fpeak in me. 
He is prepar'd ; and reafon too he fhould. 
This apifh and unmannerly approach, 
This harnefs'd mafk, and nnadvifed revel, 
This unhaird faucinefs and boyifh troops, 
The King doth fmile at ; and is well prepar'd 
To whip this dwarfifh war, thefe pigmy-arms,, 
From out the circle of his territories. 
That hand which had the flrength, ev'n at your door f 
To cudgel you, and make you take the hatch; 
To dive, like buckets, in concealed welk; 
To crouch in litter of your ftable-planks ; 
To lie, like pawns, lock'd up in chefts and trunks; 
•To herd with fwine ; to feek fweet fafety out, 
In vaults and prifons ; and to thrill, and fhake* 
Ev'n at the crying of our nation's crow, 
Tbinking his voice an armed Englimman t 
Shall that viclorious hand be feebled here, 
That in your chambers gave you chaftifement t: 
No ; know, the gallant monarch is in arms>; 
^Lûd^ like an eagle o'er his aiery, tow'r**. 
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To foufe annoyancc that cornes near hîs neft. 
And you degen'rate, you ingrate revolts, 
You bloody Nero's, ripping up the womb 
Of your dear raother Englaml, blufti for (haine. 
For your own ladies, and pale-vi/ag'd maids, 
Like Amazons, corne tripping after drums ; 
Their thimbles into armed gantlets change, 
Their needles to lances, and their gentle hearts 
To fierce and bloody inclination. 

Lewis. There end thy brave, and turn thy face in 
peace ; 

We grant thou canft outfcold us ; fare thee well. 
We hold our time too precious to be fpent 
With fuch a babler. 

Pand. Give me leave to fpeak. 

Faulc. No, I will fpeak. 

Lewis. We will attend to neither. 
Strike up the drums, and let the tongue of war 
Plead for our int'reft, and our being here. 

Faulc. Indeed your drums being beaten, will cry out; 
And fo {hall you, being beaten. Do but ftart 
An echo with the clamour of thy drum, 
And even at hand a drum is ready brac'd, 
That (hall reverb'rate ail as loud as thine, 
Sound but another, and another fhaJJ, 
As loud as thine, rattle the welkin's ear, 
And mock the deep-mouth'd thunder. For atThand 
(Not trufting to this halting Legate here, 
Whom he hath us'd rather for fport than need) 
Is warlike John ; and in his forehead fits 
A bare-ribb'd death ; whofe office is this day 
To feaft upon whole thoufands of the French. 

Lewis. Strike up our drums, to fînd this danger ont. 

Faulc. And thou fhalt lind it, Dauphin, do not 
doubt. . [Exeunt. 

SCENE V. Changes to a fieid ofbattle» 

Alarms. Enter King John and Hubert. 

K. John. How goes the day with us oh, tell me> 
Hubert. 

Hub. Badly, I fear; how fare& yoar Majeây i 
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K. John. This fever that hath troubled me fo long, 
Lies heavy on me : oh, my heart is fick ! 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

Mejf. My Lord, your valiant kinfman, Faulconbridge, 
Defires your Majefty to leave the field; 
And fend him word by me which way you go. 

K. John. Tell him, tow'rds Swinftead, to the abbey 
there. 

Mejf. Be of good comfort ; for the great fupply 
That was expecled by the Dauphin here, 
Are wreck'd three nights ago on Goodwin fands. 
This news was brought to Richard but ev'n now ; 
The French fight coldly, and retire themfelves. 

K. John, Ah me i this tyrant fever burns me up» 
And will not let me welcome this good news. 
Set on tow'rd Swinftead ; to my litter ftrait ; 
Weaknefs polTefTeth me, and I am faint. \Exeunt* 

SCENE VI. Changes to the French camp. 
Enter Salifbury, Pembroke,. and Bigot. 

Sal. I did not think the King fo ftor'd with friends. 

Pemb* Up once again ; put fpirit in the French. 
If they mifearry, we mifearry too. 

Sal. That mifbegotten devil, Faulconbridge, 
In fpight of fpight, alone upholds the day.- 

Pemb. They fay 'King John, fore fick, hath left the 
field. 

Enter Melun, ivounded. 

Melun. Lead me to the revolts of England here. 
Sal. When we were happy, we had other names. 
Pemb. It is the Count Melun, 
Sal. Wounded to death. 

Melun. Fly, noble Englifti, you are bought and fold ; 
Unthread the rude eye of rébellion, 
And welcome home again difearded faith . 
Seek out King John, and fall before his feet : 
For if the French be lords of this loud day, 
He means to recompenfe the pains you take, 
By cutting off your heads ; thus hath he fworn, 
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I with him, and many more with me, 

Upon the altar at St Edmondfbury ; 

Ev'n on that altar, where we fwore to you 

Dear amity and everlafting love. 

Sal. May this be poffible ! may this be tme ! 
Melun. Have I not hideous death within my view 
Retaining but a quantity of life, 
Which bleeds away, ev'n as a form of wax 
Refolveth from its figure 'gainfl: the fire ? 
What in the world fhould make me now deceive^ 
Since I muft lofe the ufe of ail deceit ? 
Why ftiould I then be falfe, fince it is true, 
That I muft die here, and live hence by truth ? 
I fay again, if Lewis do win the day, 
He is forfworn, if e'er thefe eyes of yours 
Behold another day break in the eaft. 
But ev'n tliis night, whofe black contagious breatb 
Already fmokes about the burning creft 
Of the old, feeble, and day-wearied fun, 
Ev'n this ill night, your breathing (hall expire; 
Paying the fine of rated treachery, 
Ev'n with a treachërous fine of ail your lives, 
If Lewis by your afliftance win the day. 
Commend me to one Hubert, with your King ; 
The love of him, and this refpecl befides, 
(For that my grandfire was an Englifhman), 
Awakes my confeience to confefs ail this. 
In lieu whereof, I pray you bear me hence 
From forth the noife and rumour of the field; 
Where I may thiftk the remnant of my thoughts 
In peace ; and part this" body and my foui, 
With contemplation and devout defires. 

Sal. We do believe thee ; and befhrew my foui 
But I do love the favour and the form 
Of tins moft fair occafion, by the which 
We will untread the fteps of damned flight ; 
And, like a bated and retired flood, 
Leaving our ranknefs and irregular courfe, 
Stoop low within thofe bounds we have o'erlook'd, 
And calmly run on in obédience 
Ev'n to our océan, to our great King John. 
My arm fhali give thee help to bear thee hence* 
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For I do fee the cruel pangs of death 

Pight in thine eye. Away, my friends ; new flight ; 

And happy newnefs that intends old right. 

[Exeunt, lead'mg off Mclun. 

SCENE VII. 

Changes to a différent part of the Trench camp. 

Enter Lewis, and his train. 

Lewis. The fun of heav'n, methought, was loth to fèt, 
But ftaid, and made the weftern welkin blufh; 
When th' Englifh meafur'd backward their own ground 
In famt retire : oh, bravely came we on , 
When with a volley of our needlefs fhot, 
After fuch bloody toil, we bid good night; 
And wound our tatter'd colours clearly up, 
Lait in the field, and almoft lords of it ! 

Enter a Meffenger. 

Meff. Where is my Prince, the Dauphin ? 
Lewis . Here ; what news ? 

Meff. The Count Melun is flain ; the Englifli Lords 
By his perfuafion are again falPn off ; 
And your fupply, which you have wifh'd fo long, 
Are caft away, and funk on Goodwin fands. 
1 Lewis. Ah foui» fhrewd news ! Beftirew thy very heart ; 
I did not think to be fo fad to-night, 
As this hath made me. Who was he that faid 
King John did fly, an hour or tw^o before 
The ftumbling night did part our weary powers ? 

Mejf. Whoever fpoke it, it is true, my Lord. 

Lewis. Well ; keep good quarter, and good care to- 
night ; 

The day mail not be up fo foon as I, 

To try the fair adventure of to-morrow. \Exeunt. 

SCENE VIII. 

An open place in ihe neighbourhood of Swinflead ahhey. 
Enter Faulconbridge and Hubert feverally. 
Hub. Who'sthere? fpeak, ho ! fpeak quickly, or I 
ftipot. 
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Faute. A friend. What art thou ? 

Hub. Of the part of England. 

Faulc. And whither doft thou go ? 

Hub. What 's that to thee ? 
Why may not I deroand of thine affairs, 
As well as thou of mine ? 

Faulc. Hubert, I think. 

Hub. Thou haft a perfecî thought : 
I will upon ail hazards well believe 
Thou art my friend, that know'ft my tongue fo well. 
Who art thou ? 

Faulc. Who thou wilt; and, if thou pleafe, 
Thou may'ft befriend me fo much, as to think, 
I corne one way of the Plantagenets. 

Hub. Unkind remembrance thou and eyelefs night, 
Have done me marne ; brave foldier, pardon me, 
That any accent breaking from thy tongue, 
Should 'feape the true acquaintance of mine ear. 

Faulc. Come, come ; fans compliment, what news 
abroad ? 

Hub. Why here walk I, in the black brow of night, 
To fmd y ou ou t. 

Faulc. Brief then : and what's the news ? 

Hub. O my fweet Sir, news fitting to the night ; 
Black, fearful, comfortlefs, and horrible. 

Faulc. Shew me the very wound of this ill news ; 
I am no woman, I '11 not fwoon at it. . 

Hub. The King, I fear, is poifon'd by a monk : 
I left him almoft fpeechlefs, and broke out 
T' acquaint y ou witn this evil ; that y ou might 
The better arm you to the fudden time, 
-Than if you had at leifure known of this. 

Faulc. How did he take it ? who did tafte to him ? 

Hub. A monk, I tell you ; a refolved villain, 
Whofe bo we ^ s fuddenly burft out : the King 
Yet fpeaks ; and, peradvanture, may recover. 
* Faulc. Who didft thou leave to ténd his Majefty ? 
* Hub. Why, know you not ? the Lords are ail come 
And brought Prince Henry in their company ; [back, 
At whofe requeft the King hath pardon'd them, 
And they are ail about his Majefty. 

Faulc. With-hold thine indignation, mighty heav'n ! 
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And tempt us not to bear above our poWer. 

I Ul tell thee, Hubert, half my pow'rs this night 

Paffing thefe flats, are taken by the tide ; 

Tpiefe Lincoln wafhes have devoured them ; 

Myfelf, well mounted, hardly have efeaped. 

Away before : conduit me to the King ; 

I doubt he will be dead or e'er I corne. [Exeunt* 

SCENE IX. 

Changes to the or char d in Swinflead abbey. 

Enter Prince Henry, Salifbury, and Bigot. 

Henry. It is too late ; the life of ail his blood 
Ts touch'd corruptibly ; and his pure brain 
(Which, fome fuppofe, the foul's frail dwelling-houfe) 
Doth, by the idle comments that it makes, 
Foretel the ending of mortality. 

Enter Pembroke. 

Pemb. His Highnefs yet doth fpeak, and holds be- 
That, being brought into the open air, £li er » 
It would allay the burning quality 
Of that fell poifon which afîaileth him. 

Henry. Let him be brought into the orchard here. 
Doth he ftill rage ? 

Pemb. He is more patient 
Than when you left him ; even now he fung. 

Henry. O vanity of fïcknefs ! fier ce extrêmes 
In their continuance will not feel themfelves. 
Death having préy'd upon the outward parts, 
Leaves them infenfible ; his fiege is nov/ 
Againft the mind ; the which he priclcs and wounds 
With many légions of ftrange fantafies ; 
Which, in their throng, and prefs to that laft hold, 
Confound themfelves. 'Tis ftrange that death mould 

fing :- - 

1 am the cygnet to this pale, faint fwan, 
Who chaunts a doleful hymn to his own death ; 
And, from the organ*pipe of frailty, fings 
His foui and body to their lafting reft. 

Sal. Be of good comfort, Prince: for you are ton* 
Vol. III. H h 
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To fet a form upon that indigeft, 

Which he hath left fo ftiapelefs and fo rude. 

King John brought in. 

K. John, Ay, marry, now my foui hath elbow-roora* 
It would not out at Windows, nor at doors. 
There is fo hot a furrïmer in my bofom, 
That ail my bowels crumble up to duft : ' 
I am a fcribbled form drawn with a pen 
Upon a parchmcnt, and againft this fire 
Do I Ihrir.k up. 

Henry. How fares your Majefty ? 

K. John. Poifon'd, ill fare ! dead, forfook, caft off; 
V And none of you will bid the winter corne 
** To thruft his icy fingers in my maw ; 
" Nor let my kingdom's rivers take their courfe 
" Through my burn'd bofom : nor intreat the notth 
<c To makc his bleak winds kifs my parched lips, 
* É And comfort me with cold." I afk not much, 
I beg cold comfort ; and you are fo ftrait, 
And fo ungrateful, you deny me that. 

Henry. Oh, that there were fome virtue in my tears r 
That might relieve you ! 

K. John. The fait of them is hot. 
Within me is a hell ; and there the poifon 
Is, as a fîend, connVd to tyrannize 
On unreprievable, condemned blood. 

SCENE X. Enter Faulconbridge. 

Faulc. Oh ! I am fcalded with my violent motion, 
And fpleen of fpeed to fee your Majefty. 

K. John. Oh ! coufin, thou art corne to fet mineeye: 
The tackle of my heart is crackt and burnt ; 
And ail the fhrowds wherewith my life fhould fail, 
Are turned to one thread, one little hair : 
fyly heart hath one poor ftring to ftay it by, . 
Which holds but till thy news be uttered ; 
And then ail this thou feeft, is but a clod, 
And module of confounded royalty. 

Faulc. The Dauphin is preparing hitherward, 
Where hcav'n he knows how we mail anfwer hînft* 
Jor, in a night, the beft part of my power, 
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As I upon advantage did remove, 

Were in the wafhes, ail unwarily, 

Devoured by the unexpecled flood. [The King dits. 

Sal. You breathe thefe dead news in as dead an ear : 
My Liège ! my Lord ! — but now a King — now thus. 

Henry, Ev'n fo muft I run on, and ev'n fo ftop*. 

Faulc. Art thou gone fo ? I do but ftay behind, 
To do the office for thee of revenge : 
And then my foui (hall wait on thee to heav'n, 
As it on earth hath been thy fervant ftill. 
Now, now, you ftars, that move in your bright fpheres, 
Where be your pow'rs ? fhew now your raended iaiths, 
And inftantly return with me again, 
To pufh deftruction and perpétuai fhame 
Out of the weak door of our fainting land : 
Strait let us feek, or ftrâit we fhall be foughl ; 
The Dauphin rages at our very heels. 

Sal. It feerhs you know not then fo much as we : 
The Cardinal Pandulph is within at reft, 
Who half an hour fince came from the Dauphin; 
And brings from him fuch offers of our peace, 
As we with honour and refpect may take, 
With purpofe prefently to leave this war. 

Faulc. He will the rather do it, when he fe« 
Ourfclves well finewed to our defence. 

Sal, Nay, it is in a manner done already ; 
For many carnages he hath difpatch'd 
To the fea-fide, and put his caufe and quarrel 
To the difpofing of the Cardinal : 
With whom yourfelf, myfelf, and other Lords> 
If you think meet, this afternoon will poil 
To confummate this bufinefs happily. 

Faulc. Let it be fo ; and you, my Noble PrincC| 
With other Princes that may beft be fpar'd, 
Shall wait upon your father's funeral. 

Henry. At Worcefter muft his body be iûterr'dj 
For fo he wilPd it. 

Faulc. Thither fhall it then. 

* and cv'n fo ftop. \ 

*What furety of the world, what hope, what ,Çaj^ 
tyhcn this was now a King, and now is cl*j£ 

Fauk. &xl thou gone fo ? &e. < / 
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And happïly may your fweet felf put on 

The lineal ftate, and glory of the land ! 

To whom, with ail fubmifllon on my knee, 

I do bequeath my faithful fervices, 

And true fubje&ion everlaftingly. 

Sa/. And the liko tender of our love we make, 
To reft without a fpot for evermore. 

Henry. I have a kind foui, that would give you thanks* 
And knows not how to do it, but with tears. 

Faulc. Oh, let us pay the time but needful woe, 
Since it hath been before-hand with our griefs. 
Thus England never did, nor never fhall, 
Lie at the proud foot of a conqueror, 
But when it firft did help to wourid itfelf. 
Now thefe her princes are corne home again, 
Corne the three corners of the world in arms, 
And we fhall ftiock them ! — Nought fhall make us rue, 
If England to itfelf do reft but true. \Excunt omnes. 



Tkc End of the Third VotUMii 
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